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AMERICAN MONODIES. 



BY LYDIA PLATT BICHABDS. 



All day we rode beneath the July sun, 

To reach Dakota's Bad Lands ere the night ; 
But all in vain, our journey still undone; 

Yet northward far, some huge rocks tower upright, 
Gold-tipped by evening rays of phantom light. 

Still, tired beast and man seek nature's rest. 
Though fossil fauna of ja world invite ; 

If the spirit would, our flesh makes firm protest; 

Welcome to me, the setting sun sinks in the west. 

Professor Rock and escort from the fort, 

Are traveling far to read those rocks and sand. 

The professor then will write a wise report 
Of all the fossil wonders in that land,— 

In words prolix, which few may understand. 
Professor Rock with his assistants— three. 

Our guide, — Wild Will, with Pawnee band, 
Made up our train by kindly counting me. 
Sent by the Daily Lyre to write up all I see. 

Unused to saddle,— chafing, galling thought, 

For days and days, to keep that maddening seat. 

And proudly try to ride as "Special" ought; 

But this day's ride,— the sweltering July heat 

Were more than will or nerve could calmly meet. 
We halt; they all dismount, and fain would I, 

I slide, I slip, I fall, nor gain my feet. 

Wild Will said, smiling: "Mac, no'use to try. 

Your grit is good, for I have watched you on the sly.' 



He threw some robes down on the drouth-burnt ground, 

Then gently placed ilie on my meager bed; 
A saddle brought with blanket wrapped around, 

As pillow deftly slipped beneath my head. 
"The view is grand up here," he laughing said, 

Then left. I turned and gazing northward far, 
Saw vast sun-tipped domes before me spread 

Like strange cities, lost, wiiirled from some truant star. 

Wrecked on unfriendly shores, like Phoebus' borrowed 
car. 
Ruins vast, as angry gods had hurled them down, 

A wreck, colossal in that desert place; 
A fallen, blighted, weird, sepulchral town 

Whose massive vastness floods could not erase. 
Whose ancient grandeur gods could not efface ; 

Ghostly glare, uncounted spire and dome 
Whose spectral temples lend a phantom grace, 

feo wild and wide, these giant structures roam 

So vast and far a myriad million once might found a 
home. 
I turn my head, the scene so vague and vast, 

O'erwhelms my weary, wandering, whirling brain; 
A milder view before my vision passed 

Of fossil hunters probing fossil vein. 
In gorge below, cut by erosive rain. 

Exposing saurians, mollusks, serpents old, 
Which eager hands have come to seek, obtain; 

I watch them work till darkness bade them hold. 

They grudging quit, as miners leave a field of gold. 

A stream threads feebly through the gorge below. 
While on its banks our campflres brightly blaze. 

And more, some cooler springs of water flow 
From out deep clefts, eroded winding ways. 

This pure cool water, best we found for days ; 

They brought me some, a paltry pint or more. 

While the tethered mules can scarcely stop to graze, 
For they would drink and drink, nor leave the shore 
Till they had quaffed as mules had never quaffed before . 



Men raise a tent above me where I rest, 

Bring blankets, robes, bring food and place it there ; 
Professor Rock and "Will treat me as guest, 

As one who needs some kind fraternal care. 
They gave me food, but such a dainty share, 

A broiled quail, a slice of venison steak. 
Some coffee 'too, as mothers might prepare; 

Mayhap those days of thirst, its flavor make, 

For I was thirsty, wild with thirst and no mistake. 

Some lounging smoke, not so Professor Rock, 
Who greedy scans his fossil treasures o'er, 

Intent to find some key which may unlock 

Creation's scheme and Nature's hidden lore. 

Most worthy search for genius to explore. 

Let others strive for place, for fame, for gold. 

His shrine is nature, whom none can more adore; 
To men like him, her secret works are told, 
For lovers such, has nature kept these records old. 

These records rare, writ by the hand of Time, 

He reads them well and reading must believe ; 

Strange tome, so old, so new, so vast, sublime. 
Has nature kept her ledgers to deceive. 

As bank accountants falsify and thieve? 

Nature's vast scroll so lucid, grapliic, grand. 

So ill men read, the higher angels grieve. 

Though scientists and priests may write on sand 
Forever true the records writ by Time shall stand. 

The world, the universe, a printed page 

Whose fellow leaves, each far-ofl glowing star 

This cosmos tome eternities engage. 

We read the near, we fain would know the far, 

Our vision weak, while time and space debar; 

This grieves him much till death's decree seems kind 

Sent to exalt, not to degrade or mar. 

He hopes in far-off future spheres to And 
Unbounded answers to unbounded questioning mind. 



Devout and humble, man was never more, 

And chaste, and pure, and broad, and wise, and grand 
All beg him tell to-night from his soul's lore 

The story which we all may understand 
Of birth and growth of earth, of rock and land. 

The legend of a Solar System vast, 
They beg him tell, they clamor and demand ; 

He spoke and told the story of the past. 

Which I wrote down in rhyme but did not change, recast, 

"Hold, hold Professor Rook !" Will eager said, 

"You speak to-night to a wild and woolly crowd. 

Who can tell of love, glory, battles red, 

But not of science or her achievements proud. 

Tell us of earth, and space, and sun, and cloud, 

From chaos, darkness, down to murderous man ; 

Tell us the truth, nor fear to shout it loud. 

Explain creation on nature's working plan. 

How solar systems from primal atoms first began." 

"Gravitation;" sneered Wild Will in rank disgust; 

"Earth made itself," he jeering, mocking said. 
"Why not? It runs itself, if we can trust 

The school professors, who say mass that's dead 
Runs the universe — keeps steam up full head. 

Wards off the planets from the bulky sun. 
All done by weight, by mass, by bulk inbred. 

Yes, Newton deemed our solar system run 

By its own weight, and had since time itself begun."' 

"Gravitation," said Professor Rock, "indeed 

Does well in school books or the lecture field, 
Rut not in world formations which will need 

Some k*nown and active force to weld and wield 
Repellant atoms, like some mass congealed. 

Gravitation has one all-condemning flaw. 
Perpetual motion in vast bulk concealed ! 

Absurd ! Electric heat or polar law 

And spacic pressure may combine, repel or draw." 



LEGEND OF A SOLAR SYSTEM. 

Again Professor Rock, in dreamy tones, 
With eyes fixed on some fossil bones. 
Resumed the legend in a listless way, 
As thinkers do who have so much to say. 

"A legend old, writ by the hand of Time, 
In script so bold the record stands sublime. 
The tale go strange one scarcely can believe. 
Yet nature keeps no records to deceive. 
On mountains, rocks of every land and age. 
Nature unfolds a plain and pictured page ; 
Inscriptions wrought on deep Vulcanian rock. 
Data revealed by ancient earthquake's shock, 
Neptunian stones of different age and birth. 
Avow, announce the forces forming earth ; 
While mountains, plains and seas combining, show 
How nature wrought her changes long ago. 

The record stands and they ihay read who will. 
Read right, read wrong, read false, read well or ill; 
Still he who seeks the truth, whom truths delight 
His eyes will read this legend old, aright. 
His hand shall find the key which will unlock 
This book of flood, of fire and earthquake shock ; 
For him coy nature keeps her archives old, 
To him her laws and mystic methods told. 
Nature, nature the name which we bestow 
On God's wise works, which we can see and know. 
His works so sure, so fixed we call them — laws. 
Science from these, each true conclusion draws. 



Call Him Brahma, Lord, or Conscious Mind, 
Call Him whatever name you are inclined. 
The Absolute, Unconditioned or Unknown 
First Cause, Great Spirit, One Supreme, alone. 
Still reasoning man this truth has ever owned. 
Proved by his laws— a Euler reigns, enthroned, 
Since cliangeless laws make not themselves, indeed; 
Hence laws must prove a Maker did precede, 
A Maker— God — One greater than the law — 
Axiomatic truth — no fallacy nor flaw. 

Though priest or scientist may write on sand 

The annals kept by nature, ever stand 

The scriptures; science read from Nature's book 

To some may bear a sacrilegious look ; 

Still truth is truth ; though We refuse to hear 

Prom newer truths, the old have nought to fear; 

Though long-lived lies may dread the same, with cause 

All truth is safe when reading Nature's laws. 

That God wrought change by modes we understand 
Makes Creation's plan no less Omnicient grand. 
Though man with godlike mind may comprehend 
Not God, Himself — the beginning and the end. — 
But His works wrought out by universal laws, 
To further know,— all minds, impotent, pause. 
A hopeless quest, the clearer visions read ; 
A blank abyss from which the wise recede. 

Our earth a speck in universal space, 

A molecule, atoms which ether seas embrace. 

In the universe of God a moving mote ; 

Among the twinkling stars of lesser note. 

In the realms of all-embracing space. 

Our Solar System holds a paltry place ; 

Still viewed by man, how vast and passing great,. 

And proud is man of such a wide estate ; 

Aye, well may man revere the sun and earth. 

Since each from God had being, birth. 



Etheric Space, electric lines of -waving force 
Are not, save God, the Universal Source. 
If He in wrath should raise his potent hand 
Etheric waves would cease at His command. 
Till planets, earth and moon would clashing run 
Until they met some all-devouring sun. 
Upon whose glowing discs these falling specks, 
Impugning sink and leave no tell-tale wrecks. 
Yes, transformed and turned to vapors, each. 
Before they quite the igneous sun-clouds reach. 

The universe falls on in open curves. 
Two active forces make the planets swerve, — 
Repellant solar heat and pressure of all space. 
While falling bodies forever must displace 
The media through which they sink or fall, 
A vacuum, hence behind the moving ball. 
Which the pressure of universal space must fill. 
This pressing force, an impact of such skill 
That ever and forever hurls'the bodies far — 
As the orbits of planets, sun or star. 
They fall and fall in a never ending curve. 
Pressure, polarity, solar heat, conserve. 

Repellant centers, like electric sun 
And Spaeic pressure, — lo, the work is done! 
They fall and fall, — the maximum rate of speed 
Of bodies like ;— while denser take the lead. 

The universe flows on with rhythmical flow. 
As atoms waving in the sunbeams go : 
It is true the undulations are unseen. 
Since boundless seas of ether intervene. 

The nervous ether waves like Morse's line. 
The sun and planets each connect,— combine 
Though Spaeic pressure floats them sunder, far, 
Yet nerve-like ether binds them star to star. 



Analogy, induction, by their aid. 
For matter a universal law is made; 
That atoms free, or free combined, yet free 
In motion, form and force, agree. 

Our sun still glows with electric, pristine rays. 
Which woo or ward the planets on their ways. 
Attraction and repulsion equal quite, 
These rival hence to balance orbs unite. 
The electric sun, by polar force, controls 
The planets' orbits by their answering poles. 

Since earth is round, a globe, a ball or sphere. 

Equipoised, free to fall, revolve or veer. 

Pressed by ether's elastic waves of force. 

The sun but steers it on its falling course. 

In fact, earth falls where "resistance is the least,' 

"With maximum speed which never is increased. 

Earth has an atmosphere, the moon has none ; 

Air heats and lifts beneath a tropic sun ; 

A falling globe, unequal pressed by air 

Will roll, revolve, respond to solar glare. 

By atmosphere our day and night are made. 

Towards the sun the revolving movercent swayed ; 

Pressure made less upon the sun-lit side, — 

The earth revolves, a simple thing when tried. 

As if one-half the earth had been repelled. 

To follow round the night-dark side compelled, 

So free the earth revolves in yielding space. 

Electrified, no friction mars its face, 

For day and night we well may thank earth's air. 

Earth's atmosphere rhakes day and night her care 

But, to our Legend : 
So long ago it seems profane to tell. 
Each one may guess, will answer quite as well; 
From Creation's poles, though sundered far. 
From each there burst a glowing, living star. 



Young hearts of flame with trailing plumes of light, 
"We name them comets, when we view their flight. 
Callow youngsters, they seem to fall or go. 
Where "wild oats" of space in ample harvest grow, 
These world -seeds, out- thrown by mother orbs, 
Like child who gleans and gi-ows and still absorbs. 

One from right and one from leftward flows, 
Each one shall lure as onward far it goes, 
Meteoric streams shall follow on through space. 
With broad and curving, smooth, electric pace. 

Gathering wrecks and waste by aggregating force. 
From streams like these, shall systems, new, have source. 
These streams shall meet, by nature's fruitful law 
Shall meet from right to left, together draw. 
Shall meet in open, unconditional space. 
Where chaotic atoms, free, rppellant race, — 
Where aggregating forces first shall roam ; 
Then the ripe atoms shall be garnered home. 

Comets, electric, shooting down through space. 
Hurl truant atoms into crystalline embrace. 
Still, gleaning, falling on from sun to sun 
Initial forces; their race is just begun. 
Augmenting streams of mineral, sand and stone 
Prom solar depths, chaotic vapors, thrown, 
These polarized in qooler space unite. 
Crystallize and flowing fall, as from some height- 
Meteoric rocks of various kinds are made. 
And Nature's ever-saving laws obeyed. 

Ages roll on; those comets wandering glean. 
Their union foreordained and long foreseen ; 
Behold those truant stars, they near, they mieet. 
Impugn; they eddying whirl, they glow with heat 
Like living monsters, their heads belligerent close. 
While -momentum, many a fold around them throws. 
They burn, ignite with fierce electric flame,, 
Till one incandescent head the two became. 



Meteoric streams, in-pouring, falling, meet. 
Arrested motion lights the latent heat, 
The twain in-pouring streams to vapors came 
With center one continuous whirling flame , 
Such was our system in creative days, 
Chaotic atoms; a universal blaze. 

Born of the heat, cyclones expansive rise, 
Sweep out around primordial virgin skies; 
Unconditioned atoms feel the heat intense ; 
Borne on, around, they crystallize, condense. 
In line of least resistance, — teed the flame ; 
Consuming fire?, our system hence became. 

Self -feeding, the glowing electric ball, 
Heatward, the sweepings of outer space must fall. 
Pressed on, they sink within the seething maze. 
Add fuel to the world-devouring blaze. 

Debris, in-pouring streams from outer space. 
From right to left, far ages meet, embrace ; 
Streams, long as any comet's life-lit line. 
Flow on, and in, and vaporize, combine. 
Till all the wandering outcast atoms fall 
Like sweepings from creation's space-wide hall. 

Other world germs, with trailing, flery hair. 
Childlike fell in tlie whirling, glowing snare; 
They were sent eddying round and round by force. 
Unresisting; they forgot their onward course; 
Momentum, arrested motion, winding heat. 
The capture lawful and the chains complete. 
Forever more they circling, eddying stay. 
Satellites, subservient still they fall to-day. 

Such lesser comets wandering to and fro, 
Borne by their course, fall in the tangling glow. 
The denser ones halt near the central flame. 
While rarer ones the outer circuits claim. 
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Engulfed, drawn in, as in some vortex vast. 
Their meteor streams curve round the central blast 
Whose vortex wide by brighter rings was barred, 
Yav out as now the semi-suns stand guard. 

Wide and more ^ide, the gourmand, greedy flame 
Spread out till naught was left for it to claim ; 
Like fierce prairie fires, this pristine heat 
Consumed till there was nothing left to eat. 
Till barren space was reached whose garnered grain 
Some neighboring sun had swept off in its train. 

And when the glowing mass together drew. 
The atoms free, re-make as good as new. 
Since freed by heat, — vaporized in active grains. 
Affinity binds, and like to like enchains ; 
Evolution then shall work a natural change, 
Divide, combine, bring forth and re-arrange. 

Behold our system in creative days, 
A whirling, vast immensity of blaze ; 
A solar system resolved to atoms fine, 
Which nature's laws will organize, combine. 
Bare, mineral gaseous vapors reaching far. 
Until they pass our system's outmost star; 
Chaotic clouds of molecules, dense or rare, 
Potential atoms a system shall prepare. 

When electric forces held the mass in fiame. 
The rarer vapors to the surface came ; 
The dense in line of least resistance tend. 
While Spacic pressure aids the mass to blend. 

A flattened mass, with axis undefined, 
With surface rare and ringed and dim outlined ^ 
Creative heat had reached its utmost glow. 
The fuel less nor greater henceforth grow. 
Chaos complete. Its vapors cool, contract. 
Till each infant orb may fall, compact. 
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Cyclones, world-wide, now lend their cooling aid. 

Marked and more marked the planet rings are made. 

Till in some weaker space, mayhap a rent. 

One end retarded, the other faster sent. 

Till slow and faster ends press up, combine, 

And form a sphere which gaseous flames oulline. 

Indeed, each molten mass will form a ball. 

As matter free, is ever wont to fall. 

Cycles, mayhap had passed before our earth, 

Our lesser planet of a later birth, 

Was left to cool by slow receding sun , 

Our youthful earth creation scarce begun. 

Poor earth, so small, condensing quite too soon. 
Could therefore snare but one attendant moon. 
That hapless wandering star, which falling came. 
And pierced the tangling, eddying vaporous flame, • 
Was bound by polar chains, a captive, slave, 
And meek accepts the place her captor gave. 

When Spacic pressure fought earth's vapors back. 
For the youthful moon was left an open track; 
So long a slave, she lost her strength of will. 
Captive forever and subservient still. 

So even balanced is etheric space, 

That elastic pressure floats the orbs in place, 

Equilibrium everywhere maintained, 

Friction, by orbs electrified, disdained. 

Pressed, falling down through space so calm and fair. 

No ripple stirs our earth's embracing air. 

And since the day our moon had burning birth, 

She has ever fallen, curved around the earth; 

At first she looked with radiant face of flame ; 

When older, frigid she at last became. 

She showed the same, though scarred and wrinkled face 

And constant gazed where fain she would embrace. 

True as the needle to the northward star. 

So her unchanging hopes forever are, 
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The same, same frozen smile from age to age, 
Nor does she tm-n her face away in rage, 
When coquette earth one-half the time will woo, 
The next repel as jilting dandies do. 

Vain, cruel earth to treat poor Luna so, 
And wax belligerent at her love-lorn woe ; 
Since earth's repellant force so deep and great. 
The very seas indignant rise in hate, 
And wave and warn frail Luna back and off, 
Each ebb and flood but prove how earth can scofl. 
And hence pale Luna's faithful love is vain, 
Two hearts has her magnetic, turning swain. 

Ere differentiation's work begun, 
Earth aflame, repellant, like the sun. 
Terrestrial fires were fougnt by cooler space, 
Pressed back and forced to fall, to sink, retrace. 
Since universal pressure throbs and thrills. 
Disturbance sends through all its waving trills. 
No planets move, or turn, or veer, or fall. 
But the thrill, pulsation, ripples on to all 
Apart, yet one, each planet, moon and sun. 
One whole, one universe, since time begun. 

Terrestrial fires burn low, th^ir work near done. 
For earth another epoch has begun. 
A molten mineral mass, earth's center grows. 
While outer space its offerings, pressing throws, 
Magnetic earth, a mad, electric whirl. 
The denser minerals, deeper inward hurl. 
Some mineral dense, whose vapors heavy rise. 
And some which would not melt nor vaporize. 
For such there were which e'en creative heat 
Could not rend their atoms nor their wreck complete 

Far out, vapors, pressed back by tensive space. 
Compelled by Spacic pressure, turn, retrace. 
Etheric fullness makes such vapors sink. 
The inner ones forever first to shrink. 
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A center formed, magnetic from the start, 
Soon inward tendance makes for earth a heart, 
A hungry whirlpool, winding atoms near; 
On molten waves they sink or disappear, 
While far out atoms feel this inward flow. 
Compression leaves no other course to go,— 
The line of least resistance, where they fall. 
Paths of celestial movements each and all. 

The life-like ether spurns a foreign mass. 
Fights back the invading clouds of flre-born gas. 
While some vault up, some struggle to return 
Since tardy meteors fall and melt and burn ; 
Molten and turned to vapors, once again 
Made rare, they struggling try to rise, and then 
They meet, oppose the sinking crystal hail, 
Hence currents clash, and surge, and mad assail. 

Cyclones born of Plutonic raging heat. 
The work of sweeping atoms down, complete, 
Hot vapors rise, the cool rush down in turn, 
And hence till surface earth had ceased to burn, 
A whirlwind, fleet as man has never known. 
Lashed long this orb of seething stone, 
While waves more vast than ocean ever bore. 
Rolled ages 'round the earth's uncurbing shore. 

An aa-e of storms, of clashing mineral hail. 
Which fall, and beat, and crash, and mad assail- 
Fierce hissing, splashing on the molten sea 
Where some will melt, or turn to vapors, free; 
Buoyant once more are floated upward far, 
To meet the falling mica, qviartz and spar; 
A pouring storm of mineral hail and rain. 
Till some, unmelted, as floating films remain. 

Radiation adds her cooling, chilling hand. 
The molten waves subside, the films expand. 
The forming crust is often broken, rent, 
Red streams of lava, oozing, find a vent, 
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And cooling add a deeper floating; floe, 
Which spreads, expands and cooling seems to grow 
Like ice floes huge, heaped up in northern seas. 
liike them, the Lava masses seem to freeze, 
•These rock-floes, wide, upon the molten main 
A golden sea, soon bound by granite chain ; 
This floating film of broken igneous stone , 
Obeyed a law assayers long have known, 
That molten minerals float a rarer cold, 
As lighter slags float on the molten gold. 
Uneven, hence earth's crust was formed at first, 
Here thick, there thin, inclined to yield or burst, 
One place a mass of firm, united stone, 
Others a seething sea, by whirlwinds blown. 
Whose breath exhales a flood of new-born gas 
Which upward vaults to join some outer mass, 
As the surging sun hurls hydrogen, to-day 
Ejected from its yawning sunspots gray. 

Earth was not formed in tranquil air or seas. 
Nor did her surface calmly forge or freeze, 
Contending forces had disrupted, long 
Ere earth grew dark with crust continuous, strong. 

Avalanches of downpouring mineral hail. 
Augmenting, while they crush and mar, assail. 
Had formed for earth a deep firm crust 
Of adhering crystals and dense mineral dust. 
Polarity formed those crystals in suspense. 
Those sinking sooner, being those more dense. 
Mayhap mixed in were here and there a stone, 
A precious stone, a diamond formed alone, 
And rubies, too, emeralds and pagan gold, 
While deep, deep, deep in earth's central sea, 
Metals immured, no man shall ever free. 

Low vaporous clouds of iron— mineral ore, — 
They drift, they meet, they loud exploding pour 
Each of its kind, with booming thunder hurled 
An earth-wide avalanche down on the youthful world 
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In masses, hence, we find them yet to-day. 
As they then fell, so they remaining stay. 

Out-lying vapors, there were many yet, 
Which re-crystallizing forces had not met. 
Such mineral vapors may come to earth in rain, 
Later deposits form or mineral vein. 
Compressing still the contracting mundane mass, 
Sent out to space continuous clouds of gas. 
Far out heyond our present atmosphere. 
In vapors thick and dark they disappear. 
Darkness, blackness, embracing earth and sky, 
A reeking gloom where only horrors lie. 

Oceans unformed, were yet as steam-like clouds, 
Whose fold the dark and dreadful earth enshrouds. 
When electric forces held the earth in flame. 
The rarer atoms the outmost circuits claim. 
The aqueous vapors, none else rose more high. 
Or longer float or greater in supply. 

Of every gas which forms the land or sea, 
Each graded, rose, each kind had its degree. 
The denser metals were the last to rise ; 
In strata, hence, earth-cooling vapor lies. 
In sinking back to earth each kind retains 
The order, grade, it held in vaporous veins. 
Hence vapors fell, condensing as they rose ; 
In order, like their strata, now repose. 

Ages roll on, how many none may know, 
Earth, ever-cooling, though the process slow. 
Encrusted, dark, no more a blazing ball, 
Oceanic clouds, black as a funeral pall. 
Shut out the sun and every gleam of light. 
A change from glare and glow to blackest night. 

The air grows cool, the aqueous vapors dense. 
The pouring long primeval rains commence ; 
Incessant thunder, lightnings, wind and hail, 
Add fury to this earth-submerging gale ; 
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Like cloud-bursts, the rains from seas on high, 
Came down like oceans poured from out the sky. 
Fell hissing, sissing on the heated stone, 
Exploding loud, huge fragments far were thrown ; 
These rains were met by flying rocks and steam. 
While each booming dike sent up its lava stream,- 

Which warring met the fierce invading rain. 
Nor did the pent-up heat contest invain ; 
Back, back to barren space, in vapor hurled, 
This pluvial gift to a thirsty, thankless, world. 

Igneous rocks, by rain were riven, burst. 

Aye, cleft ten thousand, thousand feet; at first 

Some deem it strange that deep Plutonic rock 

Could yield to aught save earthquakes rending shock 

Forgetting heated rock reSents the rain. 

And bold explodes and booming bursts in twain. 

Meanwhile, the deep, firm, underlying rock 
Feels oft the earthquake's sundering cleaving shock. 
And parting deep, pours forth wide lava veins. 
Which combatting meet the still, unwelcome rains. 

Earth's outer-crust grown firm, contracting still. 

As mineral cooling ever has and will ; 

Its vice-like pressure binds the central sea ; 

This all-compressing force of such degree. 

The arch uplifts with earthquake's rending roar. 

And through each cleft the pent-up minerals pour. 

Meantime the rain- clouds marshal for assault. 
Once more are hurled back to the ether vault ; 
Again and yet again the tireless rain 
Pours down its oceans, ere they may remain; 
At length they stay, a black and boundless sea. 
Where soon initial teeming life shall be. 
Since primordial, unconditioned virgin space 
Has spores, life-germs of every living race. 
Chaotic germs await creation's hour. 
Nutrition, warmth, develop natal power, 

17 



"While aqueous vapors sweep the life-germs down. 
Some grow and live though myriads die or drown, 
Nor deem this false, profane or half absurd; 
To-day, on earth, the same has oft occurred. 
All life, from germs, — conditions nurse their growth 
Earth's primal stage developed each and both. 

An epoch long of wind, cyclone and rain. 
Till earth was one deep, sullen, shoreless main. 
Without one rook in its all-embracing bed, 
To rear above the flood its grim^ defiant head. 

But pent up heat, imprisoned deep and long, 

Resents the surface pressure,— compress, strong. 

The pent up gases rive the rock-fllm wide. 

Uplift the surface and upheave the tide. 

The deep earth-crust breaks in some weaker part, 

Where mountains form and stony islands start. 

The confined heat forever seeking vent. 

Till earth's firm crust is deeply scarred and rent. 

From yawning clefts the igneous mountains grow. 

From up-thrown crust and lava overflow. 

Like cake quick baked— the surface parts in twain, 

While through the crack flows out the softer vein. 

To bake or cool a first-class mountain chain; 

By heat pent up, the mountains all were' made; 

Some netlier force the primal rocks conveyed; 

High on the mountain's bulging, towering crest, 

Their presence there this inner force attest. 

Upheaving long, upraising more and more. 

Till above the sea, the land-long ridges soar. 

Convulsions mar and change the earth's cool crust, 
While oceans grind and rains and waves adjust. 
Uplifted mountains, clothed in sand and slime, — 
A home where life may find a friendly clime. 
Those simple forms, life-germs from virgin space. 
Primordial spores find here a quickening place. 
Protoplasm, vital cell, or germ, or spore, 
Nature can change or add forevermore. 
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Nurture and warmth from seed, or spore, or germ. 
Evolves a fish, or fern, or rush, or worm. 
Environment, like food and warmth are there ; 
Nature, allwise, has never failed ; in care 
The life-germs grow, nursed long on nature's breast 
On pregnant air, or drinks which they digest; 
Such food came pure from nature's larder, vast 
Like manna old to Hebrew wanderers cast. 
Germs, free germs from ripe chaotic space. 
Primordial spores of every plant or race. 
Of every form of life or living thing. 
Of plant, or beast, or reptile, worm or king. 

More cycles pass ; environments are ripe 

For man, or species of the highest type. 

The life-germ forms from what it feeds and where, 

Be that food blood or milk from gas or air. 

Conditions change or modify the germ, 

One grows a king and one a loathsome worm. 
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WILD WILL. 

Professor Bock had ceased his lecture strange, 
Returned to classing fossils with calm haste, 

As though he must that night assort, arrange 

His treasures rare, lest vandal hands should waste; 

He holds each bone as brokers on exchange. 

So loth to part with hoards they once embraced, 

Unmindful that his legend did not please. 

Since average man cares not for nature or her keys. 

Another tale they all demand, implore. 

Something to thrill, arouse, inspire ; 
To science, they refuse to listen more, 

Too oft they heard of everlasting fire. 
But Will, they all declare must ope his store 

Of tales, adventures or roisfortunes dire. 
Reveal his inner soul and bring to light 
The reason why men called him "Wild," and by what right 
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THE SONG OF WILD WILL. 

"Yes, friends, If you -would like to hear 
A record far from blameless, clear; 
A life of bitterness and wrong, 
III suits the happy, thoughtless throng; 
Yet you the whole sad page shall see. 
Then you may judge iny case and me. 

I once was temperate, godly, true, 
I am not boasting friends to you,— 
Little I care for thoughts of men, 
Though it was different with me then. 
A milder boy were hard to find. 
One of your Sunday — Library kind. 
Then no one thought to call me "Wild," 
For I was meekness when a child ; 
We lived in North Nebraska, too, 
As all honest, poor men do. 
My father, he was noblest, best. 
Burnt offering for the sinful west ! 

How came he west? The old, old tale. 

An eastern rich man's son from Yale, 

No trade, no craft by which to live. 

This first grand art, schools seldom give. 

His father died, he then was heir, 

The only child with none to share. 

Gifted and rich — found friends by scores. 

Who eager seek his open doors ; 

They eat, they drink, they borrow too, 

As friends of rich men kindly do ; 

He was not versed in business lore, 

He signed their bonds, then signed some more ; 
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Of course, false friends too soon betray, 
And leave him countless debts to pay. 
Bankrupt and ruined, friends are fled. 
My father changed that day, they said. 
His -wealth departs, though honor stays, 
Abiding all his future days. 

My mother! would that I could tell 
The virtuous life she lived so well, 
So broad, so pul'e, so generous, kind ; 
If she had faults, my eyes were blind. 
She was so just, so free from taints. 
Through her all womankind seem saints ; 
God knows the outcasts on the street 
Are pearls beneath our swinish feet ! 

I had one sister, too,— Adell, 

Her worth, a lifetime could not tell. 

We two children left of nine, 

Seven died in youth, — the doom was mine 

To live and live on to the end. 

Without a home or loving friend. 

Adell was older, some ten years, 

A second mother she appears ; 

Where e'er I went she liked to go. 

All that I did I let her know. 

Yes, I can almost see her now. 

Her large brown eyes and pure white brow 

Her auburn hair in natural curls, 

Divinest beauty seen in girls ; 

Her hair in forty curls or^more. 

And twice its length would sweep the flooi 

Such hair, such curls as her's belong, 

To dreamland pictures or to song. 

On horseback, Delia was my pride. 
She was one woman who could ride ; 
She rode with me or Captain Gaines, 
Long, long glad rides o'er grassy plains. 
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Betrothed to Gaines, she loved him, too, 

As angel-women always do. 

I liked him well, at least I tried. 

To see the things I could abide ; 

For friends were few and-neighbors less. 

Nor were his visits in excess. 

I was a boy, I watched their ways. 
Their cooing words and long, fond gaze. 
He would clasp her hand and bridle rein. 
And slowly ride across the plain ; 
I marveled then to see them ride. 
So moping, crowding, side by side. 
For well I knew one word would start 
Their ponies bounding wide apart. 
I used to tell them: "Show your speed !" 
To please me, then Adell would lead 
A short, tame race ; ere long they lag. 
And coo, and spoon, and crowd, and drag. 
Ah, now I am glad they loved so well. 
Glad because it pleased Adell. 

She had a saucy, playful trick 

Of whipping me, not with a stick. 

But with her hair, and as it whirls, 

She would whip me with her swinging curls 

Ah, little thought I, the time could be 

Those curls would make "Wild Will" of me, 

Their slightest touch upon my face. 

Like stripes the Eussian's knout can trace. 

Nebraskan homestead, wild and lone, 
(To me, our eastern home unknown. 
For I was young when we went west ; 
The change forgotten— unimpressed,) 
Our house stood high on bluffs or banks, 
Built strong of logs and heavy planks, 
And there were bolts to bar each door ; 
Stout shutters guard the windows more ; 
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A sort of squatters' fort, indeed, 

And there was cause, and there was need. 

Southward prairies, open, free. 
Without one hill, or shrub, or tree ; 
Where sky met earth in mingled blue. 
The eye, no line between them drew; 
To east and west were draws and rUls, 
With groves and some bare sandy hills ; 
Not trees enough to hide the view. 
Just here and there a scattered few. 
To northward, hills, tree-crowned and high. 
Rose back from where the stream flows by ; 
Still we had ample space to see. 
Which seems like freedom unto me. 

Our homestead, lone, no house in sight, 

A frontier home, a poor man's plight; 

I loved that home in boyish pride, 

I loved the landscape, broad and wide; 

I loved the river, flowing dark, 

I loved the trees in nature's park ; 

I loved the flsh, the flowers, the birds, 

I loved our large increasing herds. 

I loved all things below, above. 

The glorious earth seemed made to love, 

Then earth, all things to me were fair ; 

Since then, all earth seemed blackened, bare 

Peopled with dwarfed and crawling things, 

So great the change which misery brings. 

At length there came a day, — that day. 
Which seems forever yet to stay ; 
That morn, I still remember all. 
My father's loud and cheerful;call. 
I answered, "Yes," and sprang upright. 
Then saw that it was growing light ; 
For we rose early in those days, 
To haste the cattle out to graze, 
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Before the sun rose blazing high, 
Or hunger roused each biting fly. 

I heard the cattle gently loo, 
The song-birds made a concert, too, 
The rooster's challenge and reply. 
And Shep was barking, loud and high, 
And by the din and noise they make, 
All are up and wide awake. 

The morning meal was quickly spread; 
Father gave thanks with reverent head ; 
And when the morning meal was o'er 
We all knelt on the rough plank floor ; 
Then father prayed and sister sung, 
As with an angel's trilling tongue. 

I took my rifle, sack and horn. 
As was my wont on every morn. 
My task was herding on the plain 
To keep the stock from corn and grain ; 
For all unfenced our tasseled corn, 
Waved gently on that August morn. 

I whistled loud for Shep ; he came : 

I pat his head, repeat his name ; 

He wagged, and jumped, and writhed for joy. 

He loved me well, my work, employ; 

He seemed excited, keen to go ; 

Fool that I was, I could not know 

He tried to tell me, tried all day; 

Stupid ! I drove him off, away, 

His actions strange, were new to me ; 

Too soon, alas, my eyes could see. 

I led my horse and oped the gate ; 
The laggard herd pass out sedate. 
As though they too, by instinct knew, 
The last time I should drive them through. 
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I mount my horse in boyish haste, 

Adjust the belt about my waist ; 

Adell, the darling, comes my way, 

Of course, some warning words must say, 

She whispered "Will," lest others hear, 

And in her eyes there seemed a tear; 

I reined up Nell close to her side, 

I spoke ; her quivering lips replied : 

"O, Will, I feel so fearful strange, 

I think there is danger on the range. 

Just as I felt when Captain Gaines 

Was shot and scalped out on the plains ; 

Now, since his noble life is o'er, 

I seem to fear for you the more. 

Nor deem it fancy, want of sense. 

Which makes my fears for you intense, 

By unknown laws, I seem to know, 

The coming of some direful woe, 

I cannot name, nor place, nor show, 

Yet all my soul sees horror, woe. 

Now Willie, what I want of you, 

Is herd the cattle in our view; 

Please drive them southward; please do, Will, 

Then I can see you from our hill ; 

Do drive them southward," still she pled. 

And raised her hand to reach my head. 

For she must kiss me ere I go. 

I caught her hand, then bending low. 

And half in earnest, half in fun, 

I kissed lier twenty times if one, 

I kissed her forehead, cheeks and eyes, 

I kissed her chin where dimple lies. 

And as I kiss, a breeze now whirls 

About my head her wealth of curls ; 

I felt them fond, caress my face. 

And twine, and fondle, and embrace ; 

I turned my horse, without one word. 

And rode to overtake my herd. 
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I drove them where she asked me to, 
As wise men ever should and do ; 
I did not drive one mile away, 
And in the saddle, too, I stay; 
Her fears I did not feel nor share. 
To please her was my only care. 



A Blackhawk, of the Morgan breed, 
Par-famed for bottom and for speed ; 
My father brought them from the East; 
A fragment saved when fortune ceased ; 
I liked them both, Nell and her mate, 
But Nell had horse-sense more than great 7 
Her mate was blacker and more fleet, 
Yet Nell could stand the longer heat. 
I always liked to ride on Nell, 
"While father chose her mate, as well; 
A happy choice it was, indeed. 
For I liked bottom, — he liked speed. 
Slow passed the hours till afternoon, 
I thought to work up homeward, soon; 
It made me nervous, for Adell 
Seemed always standing by the well ; 
Her eyes on me, full well I knew. 
They almost seemed to pierce me through.. 
I bowed to her and waved my hand, 
Then barefoot, in my saddle stand ; 
And peer and peek in mock concern 
As if afraid to move, — ^return; 
She understood, and waved reply, 
And signaled me to look up high ; 
A flock of ducks was over-head, 
I shot, — one fluttered downward dead. 
I rode and caught it from the ground. 
Exultant whirled it round and round, 
Her gipsy hat she waved once more. 
Then vanished through the open door. 
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In haste I rode to turn my herd, 
And then the strangest thing occurred, 
The sated herd had reached a point 
Where grew some giant, tall blue-joint. 
The Texan steers, which took the lead. 
Mysterious, start a mad stampede ; 
With eyes distended from their head. 
They wildly started, madly fled; 
Such growling, snorting, bellowing roar. 
Which, had I never heard before, 
I surely would have thought, at least. 
Each was some new ferocious beast ; 
Such clanking horns, fright-bristling hair. 
Tails erect, like lances, cleft the air. 
With vaulting, leaping, bounding speed, 
All join at once the grand stampede; 
The earth seemed trembling under me. 
As when a herd of bison flee. 



I rode to left, I rode to right. 

I shouted with my boyish might; 

I tried to steer them, bunch them round. 

To circle them, to whirl, confound; 

But vain my efforts, — vain my skill. 

They dash, divide, o'er plain and hill. 

I shout till out of breath and hoarse. 

Yet still they kept their frenzied course ; 

Again I yell at every step, 

"Go round them, Shep, go round them, Shep, 

Round them up, Shep; drive, drive them up I" 

He faithful, well-trained colley pup. 

Worth more than three well-mounted men. 

To turn them homeward once again 

We worked, I rode, I called and tried. 

And in my boyish passion cried ; 

Yet neither words, nor tears, nor speed. 

Could halt them in their mad stampede. 
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I follow on and as they fly 

I see some stagger, fall and die. 

I kept their course, I would not turn. 

Though pride and passion seethie and burn; 

My promise to Adell forgot; 

The lapse of time I noted not, 

And I should followed them till night, 

Had not a horseman dashed in sight; 

He rode like jockey at a race, 

Nor could I see his down-bent face. 

Yet by his "style and wind-like speed 

I knew Belmont the coming steed. 

My father sure ; and when he came" 

He spoke no words of fault or blame. 

But seemed so troubled, grave and sad, 

I soon forgot that I was mad. 

The herd, I told its causeless fright, 

That nothing wrong had met their sight ; 

He shook his head and mournful said : 

"Instinct told them what to dread;" 

A strange, pained frown passed, o'er his brow 

I think I know what caused it now. 

He said: "Leave here the herd, to-night, 
A little time may calm their fright ; 
Eeturn with me and let us ride 
Such race as life and death decide,— 
Take mother, Adell, to the Fort, 
The boys will think it gladsome sport 
To help us gather up the herd,— 
To-night will give them timely word. 

He, generous, hid fi-om me his fear. 
And fleetly left me in the rear ; 
I wondered at his anxious look, 
The cause of which I then mistook ; 
I thought him grieved at my neglect. 
Though nought he said, to that effect, 
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I had no hint of his alarm. 

Nor had I fears of greater harm ; 

Our herd stampeded, strayed apart. 

Might grieve a western poor man's heart. 

Home-ward, away, away he sped, 
While Nell pursued where Belmont led. 
Fleeter, fleeter, and more fast, 
Till half the distance, rearward cast ; 
But why such haste? I only guessed. 
The sun was setting in the west, 
And we had many miles to ride. 
Before we_reached Fort Rescue's side; 
Then mother and Adell must go. 
And women dressing are so slow; 
Least, so I argued in my mind. 
So stupid are the witless,— blind. 

Onward, impetuous Belmont sped, 
And kept full forty rods ahead ; 
Five miles we rode, till near the point 
Where grew the giant, tall bluejoint; 
Belmont now breasts the grassy sea, 
Which almost hid his form from me ; 
But Nell, she snorts and shying back, 
As though a. demon blocked her track, — 
Refusing, stamps her du.nib protest, 
For instinct taught her far the best; 
Like lightning's flash and instant gleam, 
I understood the deadly scheme; 
I sprung up from my saddle, high, 
And standing, saw what made her shy ! 
A painted Indian's feathered head, 
Whose gun points where my father sped. 
My Spencer then I instant caught. 
And quicker far than word or thought,— 
I shot the Sioux, — one more I shot, 
When Nell sprang past the fatal spot; 
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Two lifeless Sioux together lie, 
Unheeded now, I pass them by ; 
A sight appalling, more I see,— 
A sight which made "Wild Will" of me 
Around my mother's bolted door, 
Eage murderous warriors, full a score; 
Their whoops and yells borne on the air. 
Benumb my heart with chill despair. 

Poor father halts, with upraised hands, 

As if to ask of God — commands ; 

Then pointing west where lies the Fort, 

Rode hence as if to give report. 

No cry, no words, no bootless tear. 

No vain lament, no selfish fear ; 

His only hope to bring them aid. 

Our house, he knew, was strongly made; 

While they could handle each a gun, 

And stand a siege till day was done. 

Westward, westward fleet we fly, 
As cowards might, who doom deny; 
Nell seemed to comprehend the case, 
And sprang unguided toward the place 
Where mounted soldiers could be found ; 
Increasing speed with every bound ; 
Till dai'kness hides our home and foe. 
Then curving homeward, stealthy, go. 
As father turned he pointed back. 
Said; "I return by northern track; 
Alone the rescue I must try. 
And if I fail, there, let me die; 
You better try and reach the Fort, 
Nor with me, danger, reckless court." 

I answer: "Where you go, I go, 
We two may strike a saving blow;" 
We turn; we cross the river's bank. 
To come behind them on the flank ; 
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Our tired horses, each one feels, 
That forlorn hope lies in their heels, 
Responding to their riders' mind. 
They haste to hurl the miles behind ; 
At length, our homestead hills are nigh ; 
In haste our tired horses tie ; 
With feline step and Indian art. 
From tree to tree we stealthy dart ; 
Ah, woe is me, a maddening sight ; 
Around our home a brilliant light ; 
And as we near the house, we see 
The front is blazing, fierce and free ! 
While, battering on the northmost door. 
The Sioux were thirty, if not more ; 
So very fast we fired then. 
They thought we were a dozen men ; 
The Sioux retreat, they vanished, fled. 
And took their dying and their dead. 

Then father waved his hand to me, 

To stand on guard behind a tree ; 

My hands had trembled not before, 

But when I saw him reach the door, 

O, how they shook, — my eyes grew dim, 

I heard him call, they answered him; 

They thought he was some renegade. 

And this the answer mother made : 

"Come out? Surrender? Never! No! 

Go back and tell those demons so ; 

The pale-faced mother yields to death. 

The flames may breathe their flery breath ; 

I rather trust the fatal flame. 

Than one who bears the curst Sioux name ; 

Die, we can, if die we must, 

But wanton Sioux I will not trust." 

He answered: "Martha, it is I, 
Unbolt the door, come, let us fly. 
The horses wait on yonder hill. 
Come, I am waiting, so is Will; 
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The Sioux are gone ; they may return, — 
Be lurking near,-'-our numbers learn; 
Cornel Come! time is life or death, 
Nor wait another doubting breath ; 
What e'er befalls, I'll guard Adell; 
You understand my' meaning -well. 
Two minutes start can we secure, 
Escape will then seem almost sure." 

I heard the bolt move on the door, 

I heard the fire's increasing roar; 

They came ; my heart, it then stood still, 

I shook as in an ague chill ; 

They came, their heads and shoulders bare 

The breeze trailed back Adell's sweet hair. 

We fled, nor spoke, nor vainly cried. 
Close father kept by Adell's side ; 
One hand his gun, the other pressed 
On something deep within his breast. 
But what it was I could not tell, 
I learned it soon, alas, too well. 

We cross the stream, we climb the hill, 
We listen, all serene and still; 
And now the horses are so near. 
That hope has almost banished fear ; 
The horses strangely paw and snort, — 
But then the distance was so short 
I had small time for further thought ; 
Nell's rein, with frantic leap I caught,— 
A whoop 1 a shriek, and I was bound, 
And struck unconscious to the ground. 

When next I woke to sense and pain, 
I strove to rise, but tried in vain; 
My legs and arms were firmly tied 
With untanned thongs of bison hide. 
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They bound me to a wild plum tree, 
And mother, lashed to one near me. 
I hear the Sioux' exultant yell. 
" My God!" I shriek, "they scalp Adell." 

I strain my thongs, I raise my head. 
And then I saw Adell was dead. 
Deep in her breast was father's knife ; 
His hand had freed our darling's life. 

I saw old Scalper jerk her hair; 
Then whirl it, gloating, through the air ; 
I gave a maddened, frenzied shriek, 
Then heard my mother softly speak : 
"Thank God! Bless God! Adell is dead. 
Her fate has been my greater dread ; 

Willie ! Willie, would that we 
Were half as well off now as she." 

The last I heard my mother speak ; 
On her their wanton vengeance wreak. 
That I should see them — I, her son. 
And when their fiendish work was done 
They slashed her with their ruthless knives 
Enough to end a hundred lives. 
Another crown of thin gray hair 

1 saw old Scalper jerk and wear. 

It might been hours, it might been days, 

So strange the freaks dazed memory plays. 

There is a blank I cannot fill, 

For- next I sense of human ill. 

An Indian led me at his side — 

My feet were free, my hands were tied. 

I thought he dragged me out to die. 

Yet neither halt, nor beg, nor cry^ 

For I expected they would kill. 

Why they refrained I wonder still, 

I did not hope, or care to live, 

Though vengeance did not least forgive. 
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So weak and dazed I scared could stand 

The Sioux upheld me with his hand, 

And dragged me on, around, and through 

The brush and bushes wet with dew, 

For it was evening, damp and chill — 

A voice called me, sadly, "Will!" 

I started wildly, gazed around — 

My God ! I saw my father bound, 

Bound naked to a reddened stake. 

With flre, tormentors, brand and bake. 

He looked so old, so wan, so sad 

It drove me desperate, — reckless,— mad. 

I freed my hands from sharp edged hide, 

And wildly rushing to his side 

With weak and torn and bleeding hands 

Hurl wide and far the flaming brands. 

A rifle, clubbed against my head 

Smote me unconscious, as one dead. 

When sense returned their work was o'er ; 

I never saw my father more. 

Yet, on the air, a burning taint, 

The thought of which still makes me faint. 

Confused, or blank the days slip by. 
My only thought— the wish to die. ' 

Escape, I did not hope, desire. 
Nor did I fear the torture flre. 
Somehow, I seemed to feel, or know 
I was too weak for torture's show. 
Mayhap, my hold on life too lax 
To even fear the scalper's ax. 
I wondered then they did not slay, 
And still I wonder to this day. 
Their fate, their destiny, their doom. 
To let that seed sprout, grow and bloom. 

Soon other bands came riding near. 

They come from front, they come from rear 
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With ghastlj' scalp, or stolen herd— 
Their burdened ponies scarcely stirred. 
Such weight of goods, such piles of things 
As every panting pony brings ; 
Our horses, too, I saw them there.— 
To freedom, some day, one will bear. 

In every painted, murdering band 
I note each bloody knife and hand. 
I closed my eyes in hellish hate, 
And sinful curse my living fate ; 
Vile demons seem to flU my soul, 
Possess, inspire, command, control. 
Revenge and vengeance my one hope ; 
In after years they found full scope. 
Paid back in full, an hundred fold, — 
Interest, beyond a usurer's gold. 

From words and signs this much I learn. 
Towards mountain fastness all return. 
They bind my back to Scalper's back 
Like victim stretched upon the rack. 
Beneath the horse my feet were tied. 
Foot linked to foot with thongs of hide. 
It was well they bound me on my seat. 
Else, fallen, 'neath the horse's feet. 
From hunger, loss of blood, so weak. 
Unable grown to sit, or move, or speak. 
And as I rode in my distress 
The wind blew on my face a tress, 
Adell's dear curls; those ringlets, rare. 
As plume, old Scalper dares to wear. 
To paint my rage, a curse too mild, 
I think those ringlets drove me wild. 
The breeze beats them against my face. 
Their twining lengths, my form embrace. 
They smite my cheeks, they wipe my tears. 
As Russian knout, each one appears; 
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They drape my form, they blind my eye, 
Around me coil and twine and tie ; 
Again they seem like serpent's tread 
Whose fangs assail my feeble head. 

At night, they drag me to.some tree 

Around which they lash each bended knee ; 

My feeble legs embrace the trunk. 

So d6ep the cutting thongs have sunk ; 

My wrists and ankles — putrid, sore, 

Which made them bind them all the more. 

I closed my eyes, I held my breath, 

I tried to die, I courted death. 

But I was doomed to live until, 

I scourge the Sioux, and am "Wild Will." 

Sleep came, kind nature brings us rest. 
And sleeping, dreamed that I was blest. 
I thought, Love came and offered aid. 
She laved my wounds, sedatives ma'de. 
I felt her kisses on my face, 
A warm and close and fond embrace. 
Her hot breath, too, caressed my cheek, 
I struggle long and strove to speak, 
I heard a soft and stealthy step. 
And waking, saw my faithful Shep ! 
O'erjoyed I speak, and cry aloud 
Unmindful of that savage crowd : 
"O Shep, dear Shep, how came you here, 
Have you been following at our rear? 
You dear old faithful, faithful friend!" 
Behold him wag and turn and bend. 
He duntibly writhes in joy and love. 
He licked my face, around above. 
He licked my swollen bleeding hands, 
And even tried to gnaw my bands ; 
He turns and wags and wistful whines, 
Then close beside me fond reclines ; 



Old Scalper came, with angry step 

And kicked and brained my faithful Shep. 

Though -weak as infant at the breast, 
This roused a rage I ill repressed, 
I yell, I shriek, I loudly s-wore, — 
An oath ne'er passed my lips before ; 
From that curst instant dates my fall, 
I doubted God, I cursed them all; 
And in my soul such vengeance swore. 
As made me outcast evermore. 

A purpose fell, an object dire. 

New vigor gave, — a vital Are ; 

For, from that night, I seemed to gain 

A giant's might to cheat and feign ; 

In guile, deceit and double-face, 

Surpass the Anglo Saxon race ; 

Some things are better passed than told. 

Some facts a demon might withhold; 

Enough, it roused a brutal thirst 

Which made my after life accursed. 

One insult more, they cooked Shep's meat. 

The first they offered me to eat ; 

Could you believe, — believe I ate? 

I did, and vowed eternal hate ; 

With gloating breath, I tell it now, 

I faithful kept that vengeful vow ; 

Like sluethhound I have kept their trail. 

No wigwam stands within their vale ; 

Of all that murdering scalping band. 

Not one remains to blight the land ; 

No brave to hunt the bison, moose. 

No squaw is left or small papoose. 

The hungry wolves have learned my trails. 
That food behind me never fails ; 
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The very buzzards following fly, 

If they but see me riding by. 

And now you know each maddening ill, 

Which made me what I am,— Wild Will ! 
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TAMMAREND. 



THE PAWNEE LEGEND OF THE BAD LANDS. 



(By the Learned Pawnee Chief.) 

To-day we moved our camp and found a field 
Where fossils lie like cheap embedded stone ; 

The men have found such heaps, such hoards, revealed 
As nowhere else our earth has kept or shown ; 

But when our campfires burn, the men appealed 
To Pawnee chief to tell some tale — their own, 

Some Indian Legend, some story of their great, 

Before the canting white men filled their veins with hate 
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TAMM ABEND. 



(X<egend of the Bad I^nds.) 
Our Legend old, as the hills and mountains, old 
Before the Spaniai'ds heard of Incas' gold. 
Before the greedy white man crossed the sea, 
Before the mighty mammoths ceased to be ; 
Before the cruel Cortezcame to blight. 
Or the red man felt the Christian's sense of right; 
Aye, long before the Pawnee, or the Sioux, 
Shoshones, Klamaths, or Dakotas, too, 
The wise mound-building Toltec race were here. 
While southward more the Aztec, fierce, appear. 

Brave Tammarend, the Tolteo's sachem, great. 

Around him sit his chiefs in silent state 

Convened , they hold a council grave and long 

For Black Maumee, the vicious, fierce and strong, — 

Bold king of each and every Aztec tribe. 

Demands of Tammarend a tribute, — bribe ; 

The fair Ganeer, the sachem's only child, 

Demands her, too, in terms menacing, wild; 

Foul threats of war, destruction, overthrow. 

Earthquake, cyclone, upheaval, overflow; 

Dense awful darkness, like an age of night. 

Such tidal waves, such floods, and fire, and blight; 

Such threats of vengeance, and such boasts he made, 

Of powers infernal and dark demon aid. 

That some grew timorous and inclined to yield. 

And grant the Black Maumee an open field ; 

But Tammarend never blanched nor quaked with fear 

Threats, he could calmly or defiant hear. 
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Some score of older ■wives had Black Maumee, 
In stone-like dungeons, by the southward sea; 
Still he was like Bathsabas' sapient son, 
Though wives enough, still craved an added one; 
And he had heard Ganeer was fair and young, 
Her praise by Toltec and by Aztec, sung; 
Now he would add her to his harem, dark, 
Possessing her a victor's mighty mark. 

The Aztec king, held back by shrewd delays, 
Had failed to press his suit in regal ways ; 
To-day he came with might, and pomp, and rage. 
More like a satyr than a generous sage. 

Momence, the favorite son of Black Maumee, 
Some moons before was sent to treat, agree 
With Tammarend, on terms by which the maid 
To Aztec's king should be in haste conveyed ; 
Momence returned without the virgin prize, 
Indeed, he told the usual score of misfit lies; 
So crooked, thin, the shrewd old chief could see 
The whole a cheat, to leave the maiden free ; 
Cross-questioned long, Momence was forced to own, 
Ganeer was fair and fit to grace a throne. 
Still he affirmed she would not suit his sire. 
Though younger men might for her love aspire ; 
Mildly hinting, that even he— Momence, 
Would malte her well, — he meant no harm — offence. 
The sharp old father fully guessed the truth, — 
Mocked at the shallow arts of callow youth, 
And vowed so fair a maid should be his own ; 
Now he had come to make his mandates known. 

Tammarend, loth to send his child away. 

His one, own child, he fain would bid her stay, 

The comfort of his fast declining years ; 

But threats of Black Maumee arouse his fears ; 

He loves his people, too; he thinks of them. 

Should he his nation or his child condemn? 
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This question stirred his noble, generous heart; 
Somehow he felt his child must go, depart; 
Her doom would save the nation, stay the hand 
Now raised in rage to crush and blight their land. 

Parental love and kingly duty clash, — 
Fain would save both by some expedient rash ; 
To urge her hence, a weak and craven plan. 
Disgracing father and dishonoring man. 
Should he refuse, — he knew the Aztec's power. 
Before whose wrath the bravest heart might cower. 
Maumee could crush the peaceful Toltec race. 
Dilemma dire, this father fond must face. 

What course to take the minor chiefs decide, 
While each one smote the arrows at his side ; 
They said: "Send for the maid, — send for Ganeer, 
Let her know all; she holds our people dear; 
Send for Ganeer; her boat is on the lake, 
Let her come here ; bid her decision make ; 
Then if she choose to wed the Black Maumee, 
To take her hence, the Aztec king is free ; 
But if she choose to scorn, reject such mate. 
Then we stand by you, share your doom or fate ; 
Call in the Black Maumee that he may hear, 
The choice we vote your child, — the fair Ganeer.'' 

The Aztec came, with many a brawny chief. 
While warriors, countless as the forest's leaf , 
Wait, camped, around the Toltec's inland sea, 
To back this wooing of the Black Maumee. 

Good Tammarend spoke and gave the council's voice. 
His child should choose, — Ganeer was given choice; 
Should she decide to wed the Black Maumee, 
And dwell in dungeons by the southward sea, 
Then he would kiss his child and bid her go, 
E'en though his future life be lonesome woe. 
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Then spoke the Black Maumee with lowering eyes: 

"Your child may choose, but let her choice be wise! 

I like this plan, it seems the proper course. 

She now is mine without resort to force ; 

Tammarend, the proud, give heed to what I say, 

I wed Ganeer, and that this very day. 

I somewhat yearn to crusti the Toltec race. 

Of your proud people, leave no trail or trace. 

But if the Toltec maid comes soon and free. 

Her people live,— this boon is my decree ; 

I like it not, my son, the prince Momence, 

Has crossed me long with stubborn, stale pretense; 

Enchanted seems by Toltec's woods and lake. 

Mind you that night Ganeer by some mistake, 

Overturned her boat? Strange chance, Momence was 

near; 
He plunged as tho agh he had great cause for fear. 
And they, strong swimmers each, ne'er sought the shore, 
But drift and float just where the islands soar. 
Yet stranger still, no Toltec's boat went near 
As though they knew they must not interfere ; 
On, on till darkness hides them from my sight. 
You called them dead for many a day and night. 
Lost, lost where thousands fail to seek, or find! 
One mystery more;— unless your gods are kind. 
How that small isle, where they at length were found, 
With Toltec stores should quite so well abound ! 
And then, Momence, he feigned so helpless, sick, 
A boy's bungling, ill-played, foolish trick,— 
Their seeming death to throw me off their trail. 
To deem them dead,— my venging wrath might fail; 
Aye more, might send my warlike hosts away. 
And leave the schemers to finish out their play. 

"The Black Maumee is not so quick to turn,— 
A fact, I made those sorry youngsters learn. 
Forsooth, I bade each Aztec warrior go. 
And search the sea and islands, high and low, 

44 



Search every isle where man or beast could stand;. 
The waters search, and all the bordering land; 
Small zeal your Tolteo vassals seemed to show ; 
Why it ■w,as thus, your treacherous hearts may know. 
Enough, we found them on an island crag 
Whose top was reached by climbing stranded snag. 
How chanced they there? Whence came their housp- 

hold' store? 
Food, raiment, Toltecs carried there from shore. 
Momence, my son, seemed ill, surprising low. 
Another fraud, which artful princes know, — 
Ganeer, herself, bereft of sense, seemed wild 
And vaguely murmured, 'The Sun god knows, 'and smiled; 
But what confounds me most, Momence is well: 
That he was ill, no paleness, leanness telll 
Recovered far too soon, if he were ill. 
If shamming, then let him be shamming still. 

"A falsehood, rank, well carried out, may cheat. 
But such thin frauds will breed their own defeat. 
Look ! Now upon your lake, two boats as one. 
Tour virgin child , my loyal, princely son ! 
They come, your summons brings; behold, they race: 
I will teach them power is more than youth, or grace." 

They reach the shore, where thousands breathless wait 

Since all feel interest in the lovers' fate. 

Ganeer walks first, by woman's courage led. 

Her step is firm, with high, defiant head, 

Her waving hair hung loose and flowing wide. 

Around her neck, the lotus wreath of bride ; 

Her feathered robe was edged with bluebirds' wings. 

With regal grace, back from her shoulders, swings ■ 

A jeweled waist and skirts of plumage, bright 

Bordered and edged with heron feathers, white. 

Momence was dressed befit a kingly heir. 
With golden chains and feathered garments, rare. 
He held a spear of polished wood and gold. 
He grasped it firmly with a warrior's hold. 
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Instinctive grasp ; he did not sense, or know 
That instinct urged a foul, unfllial blow. 

Ganeer approached the council's sacred mound 
And entered where the nobles all were found. 
She said: "You sent for me to speak, decide, 
To say would I or not, be Maumee's bride. 
I could not be his loveless, loathing wife. 
My own rebelling hands would end my life. 
I love Momenoe, the Aztec's noble son. 
He is my heart's fond chosen, worshiped one, 
He is my life, my air, my warmth, my light. 
His presence turns to day the darkest night; 
His words, sweet as the robin's song in spring 
His eyes a blissful thrill forever bring. 
His kiss would gladden me, though I were dead. 
His arms make painless torture's fiery bed; 
One day with him brings more of joy to me 
Than endless life, where he should fail to be. 
Dread Aztec's king need wait in no suspense 
We Toltec maids with priestly rites dispense.— 
One moon ago I wed the prince, Momence, 
And woe to him who finds In this, — ofEense." 

The Black Maumee with furious tiger spring 
Gave his war ax a deadly, whizzing swing, — 
To smite the head from off his silent son ! 
The brutal blow cut down a different one, — 
The fair Ganeer, with woman's quicker sense. 
Sprang in before and died to shield Momence ! 
Deep in her breast crashed down the strong blade. 
Her life went out, as sunshine sweeps Ihe shade. 

The chiefs crowd near the frenzied Black Maumee 
While others urge Momence to wisely flee. 
And generous stand so he may free depart, — 
Surround Maumee to give his son a start. 
In vain they plead and zealous push, assist. 
He had no wish to flee, or live, exist. 
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The lover husband knelt, as if alone, 
And kissed the brow of her whose life had flown, 
He heeds no word of friend, of father's rage, 
While o'er his face there came a look of age : 
He drew her feathered robe slow o'er her breast 
Then thrust his hand beneath his jeweled vest 
And moved his hand with cutting motion there. 
So slight and quick they scarce could be aware. 

The baffled Black Maumee addressed Momence : 
"You silent whelp— you die for this offense ; 
Lewd, treacherous soji, think not that you may live; 
No Aztec king such outrage does forgive, 
Nor hope your mother by the southward sea 
Can stay the sovereign hand of Black Maumee ; 
You knew I carae to claim the Toltec maid, 
I told you all— most foully you betrayed. , 
Now, I proclaim to all these chieftains here, 
The doom of sons who likewise interfere ; 
The priests shall flay and wear his bleeding skin, 
Their reeking hands shall pluck his heart within. 
An offering slight to sooth the Sun god's ire, 
His flesh, a feast, my hungry slaves desire; 
Behold, my craven son; he faints at fate, 
I will smite him now, lest vengeance comes too late. 
He dies : I know the symptoms far to well, 
He scratched his breast with deadly poison shell, 
Stand back, make way; my ax shall end his breath- 
Conspiring chiefs 1^ you guard a traitor's death." 

The Black Maumee was doubly vengeful, now, 
Fell passion plowed his vile and vicious brow. 
With demon rage he viewed the lovers dead, 
Then glaring turned to Toltec's sachem, — said; 
"Curst Tammarend, my hate is deep and old, 
For this last insult, you, alone, I hold. 
You should command your child and she obey,— 
For this unmanness you shall more than pay. 
Momence, Ganeer, are now beyond my reach, 
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The dead no more at torture shrink or bleach ; 

But you, a sachem, proud, and counted great, 

Shall not escape my fury, nor my hate ; 

And as the gray wolf hunts the wounded deer 

So will I come and grasp and rend you here ; 

As hungry panthers tear the feeble fawn. 

As the big flsh drink the helpless spawn, 

A,s the eagles seize the timid, trembling hare. 

As jaguars laugh and toss their prey in air. 

Like them shall you be tost and torn and beat. 

Like them, shall you be rent and crushed and eat; 

No mount so high, no cave so dark, or deep, 

No trail so long, so blind, so rough, or steep. 

But Black Maumee will find you hidden there. 

And drag you forth to torture from your lair." 

Nor shall I fight as Toltec warriors like. 

With arrows, copper ax and poisoned pike. 

Not war, as mortal nations sing and know; 

A different warfare I shall wage and show. 

The sun shall hide his light and warmth by day. 

The moon by night shall lend no friendly ray ; 

Dark, blinding blackness shall fill your land with woe 

While prowling beast shall be your deadly foe ; 

I will lift your lake and tip the waters out. 

While you shall grope in terror's trembling doubt; 

Overwhelmed by floods, submerged by tidal waves, 

No valor then can save your drowning braves ; 

Your lands shall fill with ice and glaciers bold. 

Then fires shall melt both ice and mountains old ; 

Uprooted forests heaped upon your head, 

Whose ashes, deep, all future men shall dread; 

Like bane the streams shall flow through cindered land 

And blight and blast with foul and bitter brand. 

For Manitous infernal neath the ground. 

To aid Maumee by magic pledge, are bound ; 

I call to them, lior shall I call in vain. 

They spring to aid : they rend the earth in twain ; 

And heave far up a rocky mountain chain. 

Yes, lift them up, all through your fertile plain; 
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liist, list, -when earth shall tremble, groan, and quake, 
And the waters spill and pour from out your lake ; 
When hills cast forth red flame and sulphur smoke, 
When the mountains rise and plains are bulged and 

broke, 
Then know that Torquay comes to Maumee's aid; 
You well may tremble then and flee, afraid ; 
My vengeance near, your torture hour at hand. 
My wrath shall wreck and waste this wondrous land." 

The Black Maumee, menacing, turned to go, 
Tammarend the mild, then faced his furious foe; 
"Stay," he said, "Hear the words of Tammarend, 
List, ere you call your boon, infernal flend ; ' 

I scorn to plead my cause or boast my might. 
Or beg for peace or ask for what is right ; 
Unknown to you are justice, mercy, truth. 
Unknown alike, compassion, human ruth; 
You said this iilsult came from me alone, 
If this my fault, no others need atone ; 
Then on my head fall all your fiendish blows, 
On me alone, pour out your demon woes ; 
I will not flee, evade, entrench or hide. 
By this broad lake will Toltec's king abide ; 
Grant me one moon to mourn my child, Ganeer, 
Then come in any form, I'll wait you here ; 
My warriors, none shall raise defensive mound. 
Nor shall one arrow, spear, be wrought or ground ; 
Not for defence would Toltec ask delay. 
When Tammarend speaks his sachems, all obey ; 
My word believed alike by friend and foe, 
I keep my word as artful Aztecs know. 

"This more I add: the Sun-god, my good friend. 
Before his power all evil spirits bend ; 
Great Marabou — Good Spirit of our lake. 
In direful need will not his child forsake. 
Depart, begone, your presence taints the air, 
Away, avaunt and all my woes prepare." 
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With ominous haste the Aztec hosts retire, 
With mocking leers and hissing words of ire, 
Which Tammarend did not deign to hear ; 
Mayhap they did not reach his troubled ear ; 
Vast plans were his to form, work out, achieve, 
Fell Aztec craft to foil, elude, deceive. 

Wise Tammarend, turning to his chieftains there. 
Then said: "For journey long make haste, prepare; 
The dead are dead ; the living let me save, 
Obey your king, each chief and trusty brave ; 
Load down the boats, — fill every floating craft. 
Fell trees and build the warriors' trusty raft ; 
Load well with stoi:es, with women, children, all. 
Take meat and maize, lest some by famine fall; 
For you must go for many a weary moon. 
Go southward far where seas make deep lagoon ; 
Build cities there, let high strong walls surround. 
Build temples too, and many a signal mound. 
Why stand you here? Make haste, the moments fly. 
Spare me that pain, — my people must not die ; 
Go build on every burial mound a signal light. 
Build such and bid the tribes make southward flight ; 
Let runners speed, compel my people flee. 
Row down the streams until you reach the sea ; 
Row on and on to far Atlantian lands. 
Thus Toltec slip from out the Aztec's hands. 
Fear not for me ; if you obey, I live. 
If not, all die, and no assistance give." 

Then spoke the sachem's nephew, loyal prince, 

"We will obey when honor, truth, convince 

That we may go ; — you promised Black Maumee, 

To wait, remain, pacific by our sea. 

But now you bid us go, — depart in haste ; 

We fain would go, but not with truth abased." 

"You please me well," good Tammarend, proud, replied 
"Alone, myself, I vowed to wait, abide, 

50 



And sol -will, though should you all remain, 
You break my word and make my promise vain; 
When truth, with falsehood arch, contending vies, 
Then it is time for virtue to be wise. 
I said that I would stay, and so I will. 
Alone I baffle every demon ill ; 
Farewell; make haste, embark this very night. 
Your only hope is swift and instant flight." 

Alone that night the sachem paced the shore ; 
Great Michibou spoke as he had oft before ; 
He showed his face, his head hid half the skies. 
White clouds, his hair, two twinkling stars his eyes 
His arms stretch out like stellar streams of gold, 
His form so vast, no human eye could hold. 

Great Michibou said: "Within your heart, I see 
A good, just man, your soul looks up to me ; 
On yonder mount, behold a tree, — go there 
And at its roots, the garb which you must wear; 
A scorpion crown, a robe, an ax, a belt; 
Who wears that garb, by him no harm is felt. 
Thus armed, no blows can harm, no power defeat, 
No water drown, or flre consume, or heat. 
Who wears, no hunger feels, nor thirst, nor cold ; 
No labors tire, nor time makes feeble, old. 
Torquay, — the wolf-flend foul from nether earth, 
Will soon test what your crown and ax are worth ; 
Yet there is one condition I must make. 
And you must swear it me, by this your lake : 
That you will never doubt my word nor me. 
Nor lose your faith, grow faint, nor turn, nor flee ; 
Swear not to doubt, to waver, be afraid, 
If great your danger, great shall be my aid. 
Though flre and flood o'erwlielm all things below. 
Swear not to doubt my strength nor fear your foe. 

Prom morn till night for many a weary day. 
Alone, the mourning king grieves time away, 
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Deserted are the towns and temples old, 
Deserted gardens, fields and mines of gold; 
Tammarend, alone, still lingers near the lake 
And sadly sees the white waves swash and break. 
He waits till demons dread from 'neath the ground 
Up-rise with earthquake shock and thunder sound. 
They come; they come; the quivering earth makes 

known 
They come, and nature seems to quake and groan. 
The whole earth throbs and reels with upward bound. 
As though some demon's sledge threw up the ground; 
While black sulphurous clouds shut out the light. 
Appalling darkness, blacker far than night. 
No solar ray could pierce that foul, dense gloom, 
Oppressive darkness, man's most maddening doom. 

Long, long the dark dense clouds excluded light 
And filled the land with damp and mould and blight, 
Silent darkness, portentious, ominous, great, 
Most dire suspense, to him, assailed by hate ; 
Brave Tammarend, who never shrank from foe 
Suppressed a groan, in this malicious -v^oe. 
He longed for action, most of all, for light, 
For anything, save black unbroken night; — 
For flood, for fire, for deadly demon blows, — 
Combat, assault, could he but see his foes. 
More welcome death, than dark dementing gloom; 
This black suspense, seemed worse than certain doom. 

A sound, menacing, smites his nervous ear, 

A sound which tells his foes are marshalling near ; 

A far off, roaring, rumbling, rushing sound 

Which seems to shake the quivering, throbbing ground. 

They come, like mad stampeding bison host. 
To trample, crush our hero at his post. 
Still nearer, clearer, came those awful sounds 
Of infuriate monsters rushed by demon hounds, 
Ferocious growls, behemoth's bellowing clash. 
While serpents hiss and ponderous saurians lash, 
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Deep trumps of mammoth, turned at bay, 
Shrill howls and roars of ravening beasts of prey, 
Appalling sounds which darkness thrice augments. 
Unseen assault which thwarts all wise defence. 

Unwieldly serpents lash the lake in rage. 

While saurians huge, in combat mad, engage; 

One famished python J bolder than the rest. 

Threw his cold coils 'round Tammarend's naked breasti 

This roused the chieftain to resistance, dire, — 

One blow, and this, and many like, expire ; 

With enchanted ax, he fought his countless foes. 

He dealt such swift and death-cortipelling blows 

That earth again ere long grew silent, still. 

For he had slain, till none were left to kill! 

Silence resumed her blackest, sullen sway ; 
Tammarend, worried by this malign delay. 
Stifled by foul corrupt envenomed air 
Annoyed by clammy fungi everywhere — 
Impatient, groped beside the putrid lake. 
Reached out his searching hand and touched a snake I 
A huge and lifeless python, coiled and cold, 
Stretched out his other hand and in it's hold 
He felt a caymen rough, a saurian vast. 
Whose length was great, as steamship's tallest mast. 
Onward he groped and found a loathsome pile — 
Caymans, serpents and reptiles, vast and vile. 
A mastodon, huge, with pythons coiled around; 
A dinotherian, dead, he likewise found, 
Beside a serpent like a redwood tree. 
Whose like again no man on earth shall see. 
Ihese monsters of the hill and sea and plain 
Were heaped together, one and all were slain. 
Extinct forever from that deadly day 
Known save by bones, long petrified in clay. 

The noisome air, abhorrent, damp and vile. 
Now sprang to life, stirred by the demon's wile, 
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A wind as wild as wastes Domingo's siiore, 
Swept o'er the land with swift, cyclonic roar. 
The whirlwind drove the blackened clouds away, 
Let in once more the gladsome light ot day. 

Far off anathemas reach the sachem's ear ; 
Such execration few are doomed to hear ; 
No mortal pen can write a demon's rage, 
Nor tongue pronounce the curse invoking page. 

Brave Tammarend, his eyes long dead tp sight, 
"Was dazed, at flrst, by noonday's brilliant light. 
But when inured, he eager gazed around 
And viewed the myriads slain which hide the ground 

liike scum, their bloated bodies clothe the lake. 
So dense, no space to float one added snake. 
The dead on land, in festering mountains lie. 
Offensive hills which daunt the boldest eye ; 
Golgotha, timely, for a blighted land, 
Petrified to-day, we find them cased in sand. 

Northward, the wanton demons howling went 
And down the freezing northwinds whirling sent. 
They dragged the glaciers from their frozen bed. 
And with the frigid rivers southward sped. 
Before them drove the blizzard's polar storm 
So cold, that flames lost power to heat, or warm. 

The moving glaciers, like deep frozen seas 
Grind down, like grass, the hills and forest trees, 
Wear rough-cleft rocks to boulders smooth as glass^ 
While softer stone becomes a sandy mass. 

The demons tilt and sway, uptip the earth, 
Till new north pole was given frozen birth ; 
The heavy polar air pressed earthward, straight. 
Brought vapors down which tropic rays create , 
Unceasing fell the blinding, burying snow 
Till Toltec's blighted land, entombed below. 
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The demons heap the drifts, like mountains high, 
Until they coldly seem to pierce the sky. 
Spitzbergen never felt a storm so cold 
Nor did her plains such towering snows uphold. 

In vain they bring the glacier storm and snow ; 
In vain the blizzards whirl and howling go ; 
Enraged, the minions of the Black Maumee 
Now ope the flood-gates of the polar sea. 
Submerge and flood the snow-encumbered land 
Where glaciers float and icebergs cra,shing, strand. 
From the glaciers, the demons rend and break' 
Huge, glare icebergs and hurl at Toltec's lake; 
Like rolling tidal waves, high as Pike's Peak, 
The polar seas swept down, with booming shriek. 
Submerging all, far as Atlantis' shore, 
And she was lost, engulfed, forever more. 

The blizzards cease ; the polar seas retire. 
The iceberg-mountains, heaped by demon ire 
Shroud Toltec's land, which once in beauty smiled, 
With glacial ice, now skyward heaped and piled; 
Of lake, or plain, or mound, there is no trace — 
An icy wild, encroaching into space. 

StiU, on the topmost icecrag, Tammarend standi 
Unharmed by demon deeds, or demon hands. 

Maledictions, awful, once again were heard. 
Though ear of man interprets scarce one word ; 
A demon's curse, no terms of man, express,— 
All language fails — lacks scope and stress. 

Again they tilt the earth and change the poles, 
While icebergs melt, imps heap the land with coals 
They fan the fires, the sky grew red and bright, 
As though all earth emitted solar light. 

The air took flre and flamed like burning gas. 
While earth; itself, glowed like an igneous mass; 
Some nether' force bulged up the Toltec plain. 
Which parted wide, threw up a mountain chain; 
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Meanwhile the seas rise up and hnlge and break, 
And mountains tower where once was plain or lake; 
While out the tilted sea the waters flow, 
Plow vaUeys deep and flood the seas below. 

Still Tammarend walked the burnt and blighted shore, 
Unscathed, unharmed as on some palace floor. 

The wolf-head demon sought the Black Maumee, 
Their wroth was great, appalling taunts fly free ; 
Defiant jeers and withering words of shame. 
Each holds the others are the ones to blame. 
The Aztec chief, his ally thus bespoke. 
Mayhap some desperate siege to urge, invoke. 
"You, Spirit grim, from out the nether ground. 
Your match and more, in yonder mortal found ; 
Your prowess proud, yon Toltec stUl defies, 
Unharmed, serene, a challenge in disguise; 
You play with beast, assault with wind and smoke, 
And baffled now, you nurse some staler joke. 
Torquay, you promised magic powers and aid. 
Of Toltec 's king, you craven, are afraid. 
Rend him, grind him, or else our bond revoke, 
O'erwhelm him now, — the Black Maumee has spoke." 

The wolf-head demon answered not one word, 

A flying, buzzing, whizzing sound was heard, 

As when some bombshell dire cuts through the air, 

And strikes so soon, you know not when or where ; 

The goaded wolf-flend, in his mad conceit. 

Now wild attempts his last and flnal feat. 

Swift hurls himself upon the Toltec chief. 

He vainly dreamed the conflict would be brief ; 

That Tammarend, brave, must fall beneath his hand, 

Since blows like his. no mortal could withstand, 

The onslaught, foul, so unexpected, bold, 
Of robe and ax the sachem lost his hold ; 
Though belt and scorpion crown indeed remained. 
These two, with faith, the combat well sustained. 
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The sachem and the wolf-flend firmly close, 

Bach dealt to each such ponderous, crashing blows 

That trembling mountains echo back the sound. 

As though broad meteor-streams bombard the ground ; 

They lash the cindered earth, beat mountains low. 

While dust and ashes drift like polar snow. 

Dread gladiators, unceasing conflict wage. 
So even matched the strife may last an age ; 
Since neither yields nor checks the other's blows. 
Nor vantage finds, nor weakness will expose ; 
'Mid poisonous clouds of stinging, choking dust, 
Each deals his blows or wards some vicious thrust ; 
Moons come and go, their warrings still increase, 
No chance seems there for conquest or for peace. 

Torquay, the base, quick, a lightning's lurid flash, — 
Oped wide his mouth and made a gulping dash ; 
He grabbed the king and tried to swallow him down, 
But choked his throat with stinging scorpion crown. 
He gasped, he clawed, he frothed, he spit in rage. 
The scorpion crown he tried to disengage ; 
To tear it from his mouth was all he sought, 
' The crown to Toltec's king hence freedom brought. 
Tammarend was dropped, Torquay let him go free, 
But turned |in spite and swallowed the Black Maumee. 
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SALOONO BLACK AND JUSTINA SNOW. 



(Tiie Brother's Storj.) 
Young Tommy Black, a zealous temperance crank. 

Assistant of Professor Bock, from Yale, 
He holds in science a high exalted rank, 

But so temperate he scoffs at bottled ale. 
We nag him oft, though he is kind and frank, 

We know there is a cause— an untold tale. 
For most good men will sometimes take a glass. 
But Tommy Black refused to taste or even pass. 

To-night his night to entertain us all; 

Some want a love tale, some a temperance song. 
Some want a sketch, to thriU, affright, appall. 

All shout, instruct and try to start him wrong. 
Abstemious views do not enchant, enthrall. 

Nor seem to please the social soldier throng. 
They sing: "The brave and free," the free and brave 
Ideal freedom which makes of seK a drunken slave. 

Tommy Black complies with our request. 

He says : Love and temperance shall both appear 

His elder brother's woes the themes suggest, 
A young man's love, his labors and career. 

His grand reforms, his purpose full attest. 
A moral conflict and a task severe, 

A truthiul record of a social curse. 

Which gi-eedy pagan rulers could not render worse. 
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SALOONO AND JUSTINA. 

"Justina Snow," my brother said, 

And bent his manly, winsome head, 

"I have loved you since you were a child. 

When through our fence you peeped and smiled^ 

Your mother came and led you in. 

As though my presence .boded sin. 

At school I daily loved you more, 

Like pagan grown, I blind adore ; 

My love like madness fills my brain. 

Thwarts other thoughts and breaks the chain ; 

I have no hope, no wish, no care, 

Unless you crowned are regent there ; 

You are my world, the human race, 

Where you are not is empty space ; 

Why do you sigh and turn your head. 

Those truthful eyes their secret read? 

Why shrink from me and hide your face, 

As though my arms repelled embrace? 

"Have jrou forgot, I claimed a price 
That day I rescued 'neath the ice? 
Now, I recall each word that day, 
I see the skaters fleet display. 
Our party gay glides o'er the lake, 
Your side you bade me leave, forsake ; 
You have a way, coquettish, true, 
Which bids me leave, yet still pursue; 
Keluotant, piqued I left your side, 
We circle past, — not over wide ; 
I watch you whirl and graceful sway^ 
As only skaters can or may. 
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"Exultant, fleet, you glide alone. 

The ice was new, you might have known ; 

I heard the others warning call, 

I saw you waver, sink and fall ; 

The others halt, in panic, fear, 

But I kept on, nearer, near. 

I turn my head and backward shout : 

'Tie your scarfs to help us out;' 

On, on I glide and madly speed, 

To help you in your deadly need ; 

I meant to save, or with you die. 

It was love's sweet madness made me try 

Those bubbling springs, I knew the place. 

Their wintry depths my form embrace ; 

The icy waters, cold that day 

As chiU as now you turn away. 

I saved your life, a happy chance. 

You warmed me then with loving glance ; 

That frozen lake was cruel cold. 

More frozen now, your words untold; 

How can you treat your lover so, 

And wilful gloat upon his woe? 

"A suppliant now, I patient plead. 
Reward me with a fuller meed ; 
Become my wife, my bride, my own, 
You love me, — this I long have known. 
I read it in your truthful eye. 
Why weep? Are tears a fair reply? 
Has rival stole your heart away, 
Or mother bade you answer, Nay? 
You love me, let me clasp your hand, 
Love needs no words to understand!" 

"Saloono Black, list what I say, 
I love you, though I answer: Nay. 
I love you 'gainst my wish or will, 
This is my grief, I love you still. 
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"I love one man, love you alone, 
Yet rivals dread I long have known; 
You drink, imbibe, drink rum and beer ; 
Such rivals, -women well may fear. 
I saw you drunk and reeling, fall,— 
The past is gone beyond recall. 
You fell, and being man arose, 
You fell, and being vain, suppose. 
Because I love, I must forgive. 
No, not while right and justice live. 
I love you ; —this my burden sore , 
To coldly turn, then weep, adore; 
Combat with reason, judgment, sense, 
Still love through all, — this my offense ; 
To love where confidence is dead. 
Where faith, respect and trust have fled 
This woman's love, this woman's fate, 
To love where reason bids her hate. 

"Saloono, let us reason, long, 
I have no wish to do you wrong ; 
Supposing I, Justina Snow, 
Drank rum and sank exceeding low ; 
A tough companion of the lewd, 
A swell, a fast and dashing dude ; 
Went reeling, brawling on the street. 
Would you my hand .desire, in treat? 
Or wed a drunken, smoking wife, 
Because she generous saved your life? 
I tell you not to taunt nor vex. 
Still, right and virtue have no sex ! 
The pure alone should wed the pure. 
Else concord will not last, endure. 
Let blackness seek and wed its kind. 
And would, — if women had my mind. 
The pure and impure have no bond. 
No harmonies which blend, respond; 
More kind the peace beneath the ice. 
Than life, unequal yoked with vice; 
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You saved my life — acknowledged debt, 
If you insist, the claim unmet; 
Back to the lake I fling the life. 
You saved to make a drunkard's wife !" 

He said : "My dear, you misconstrue. 

It is not your life I want, but you; 

Much learning turns your weaker brain, 

Much knowledge make frail woman vain ; 

You judge a man as peer would peer. 

Your standard false, unjust, severe ; 

For man is man, of order high. 

To taste his pleasures — women die ; 

Of course I mean — in social sense. 

Her social doom for first offense ! 

But men are strong, of body, mind, 

Their social life so grand designed ; 

So broad, so deep, supreme in scope. 

To equal, vain may woman hope ; 

She tries her puny wings and falls, 

Like reptile, henceforth, prostrate crawls. 

Men slip,— yet rise up free and strong; 

To manly characters, belong 

This power to rise from trip and fall, 

But woman slipping loses all. 

Since weak and frail she dare not rise. 

Confront her sister-woman's eyes. 

Since woman crushes woman low. 

The virtuous, selfish, cruel grow. 

They flaunt their stock of virgin deeds, 

As usurious deacons do their creeds ; 

Some fallen sister serves as foil, 

A background, dark, of somber soil, 

'Gainst which their virtuous deeds of white 

By contrast, 'glow with added light. 

"Man dissipates and feels no wrong. 
Reforms because he's grand and strong; 
You must not judge a man as though 
He were a woman fallen, low; 
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Nor dwarf oar moral code by yours ; 
Manhood, persistent, lasts, endures; 
Man's sins leave neither stain nor blot, 
His wild oats seedtime soon forgot ; 
And women wed, and love, and trust. 
The man who once has bathed in dust. 
And you who love an erring man, 
Must yield to nature's all-wise plan; 
Be good, forgive, and name the day. 
Too long I wait my well-earned pay." 

Justina, musing, half relents. 
Though his conceit she wise resents ; 
She said, and twirled her downy fan, 
"O Egotism! Thy name is man; 
You are so grand, sublimely made. 
Self -wed and by yourself betrayed ; 
I blight your life ! Your self-esteem ! 
Self ever first at each extreme. 
You love yourself, my ardent swain, 
This fact your words reveal, make plain ; 
Men may be just and justice show. 
But mercy all good women know ; 
Man rises from his social fall. 
Because our love forgives him all ; 
Not innate greatness makes him rise, 
But mercy, favor, in our eyes. 

"You deem me cruel, cold, unkind. 

Assume that love is moral, blind. 

I will prove to you that woman's love 

All baser passions soars above. 

With self suppressed and pride subdued, 

Forgiveness grant and love renevvred ; 

Pardon the past — become your wife. 

Yes, back my mercy with my life ; 

No man on earth, who loves or lives. 

Such faults in women e'er forgives. 
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"Don't shout too soon, but hear me through 

For I have much to say to you ; 

Achievements, ere my hand is sought, 

Conditions, pledges, labors wrought: 

Intemperate ways renounce, forsake. 

The work of rescue undertake , 

For seven full years , — then come to me, 

Reformed, renewed, in manhood free ; 

I will be your wife, if you have then 

Rescued, reformed a thousand men. 

One thousand drunkards free from shame. 

One thousand drunkards save, reclaim; 

This is your penance, — this your task. 

Nor selfish do I crave or ask 

Position, fame or pagan gold, 

But drunkards rescued, pledged, enrolled. 

Such works will prove repentance sure. 

Confirm that love can last, endure. 

"Seven years go forth, seven years remain, 
A thousand drunkards halt, restrain ; 
Then if I die a drunkard's wife. 
No selfish love has wrecked my life. 
Adieu, sweetheart, go forth to win 
Inebriates fallen from their sin ; 
Your task henceforth, to rescue, save, 
Snatch brothers from a drunkard's grave ; 
Lead brothers out from sin and shame. 
Till wives and mothers bless your name." 

Then pled Saloono, half in ire, 
"You are too mild in your desire; 
Love must be strong to wear seven years ; 
Your caution goes boyond your fears . 
Seven years ! Great Scott ! You little know 
The task you give, — what weight of woe." 
Refusal, firm, and strong, and plain, 
Would bring less terror, wanton pain ; 
Chastisement, cruel and extreme. 
Is there no hope's relenting gleam?" 
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"No hope of -weakness," she replied. 

Though gi'ains of comfort she supplied ; 

Some axioms, saws of good repute. 

So trite none question or refute. 

Such philosophy we freely give. 

Ourselves we seldom use or live. 

She gave him as she gave his hat. 

Some stale old proverbs, musty, flat; 

Then waved him off with prudish air. 

And bade him for his task prepare. 

She said: "Help others and grow strong, 

To ward temptations, wiles and wrong. 

By teaching others truth and right, 

■In time your soul goes towards the light; 

Unselfish labors soothe the heart, 

Eeceiving good the hands impart. 

The heart whose love embraces all. 

Its idols never die or fall ; 

Life's heritage to every one 

Is peace and duties fully done." 

Her saws and axioms freed her mind, 

Nor did she deem them least unkind. 

Saloono heard, compliant went. 

To win her every power bent. 

He traveled far and studied long 

Those arts which make a speaker strong ; 

Till rhetoric, logic, each were plain. 

Familiar Bacon, Whately, Bain; 

Jevons and Mill were likewise known. 

Their thoughts seemed echoes from his own 

In elocution, perfect grown, 

United art and nature's tone ; 

With silvery tongue and periods round. 

The sense seemed blending with the sound. 

One other grace and charm was there, 
Transcendent manly beauty, rare. 
Commanding, large, with shapely feet, 
His well-formed hands, uncalloused, neat; 
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Bright waving hair of glossy night 

Outlined a faultless brow of might ; 

Rose-tinted cheek and black-brown eyes, 

A smile, Adonis vainly vies. 

Look close, his brow is smooth and fine, 

Through which each vein shows azure line ; 

His face and form, perfection quite. 

In him all grace and charms unite ; 

A masterpiece of manly mold. 

Sublime as demigods of old. 

. Thrice sweet, his voice of silvery ring. 
This rostrum knight, this platform king; 
He spoke, and eager thousands hear. 
And fling bouquets and thundering cheer ; 
His speech was sweetness, wreathed in bloom 
E'en when he told the drunkards' doom: 
The rich and good, the cultured, gTeat, 
His honeyed words alike elate ; 
While women weep, admire and praise. 
And golden testimonials raise. 

In church, in halls or nature's bowers, 
Satan he fought with tropes and flowers. 
Six years fleet by, he gathers fame. 
But not one single rescued name. 

Aghast, he girds himself anew, 
His forces mass, collect, review, 
To flowery warfare bade adieu. 
Incisive blows henceforth ensue. 

As the Salvation Army beats 

The rescue drums out on the streets ; 

So went he forth, alone, unpaid. 

To right the wrongs our laws have made. 

He lectures on the sinful streets. 

Accosts inebriates whom he meets ; 

He speaks from dry goods box or cart. 

Scorching words from fiery heart. 
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While motley crowds of loungers hear, 
And guy, or whoop, or laugh or cheer ; 
Sometimes they treat him as he stands, 
With pebbles, stale eggs from their hands; 
With ribald jest or mocking groan. 
Emphatic made by brick or stone ; 
Yet brave he stood as knight of old, 
With snow white emblem, calm and bold. 

He seeks the poor, the lowly, vile. 
The haunts of those whose ways defile. 
Apostle, priest, our knight has grown, 
A holy halo finds its throne 
Around his chastened, earnest brow. 
So changed you would not know him now. 
Himself forgot, his love ignored. 
He thinks of brothers saved, restored. 
He works that'others rise and live. 
He feels the bliss which zeal can give ; 
Ofttimes his food and raiment poor. 
Tramp-like, — Christ-like, — his lowly tour. 
He walks, or rides, or begs his way. 
Nor does he speak for profit, — pay. 
He works to bless the human race. 
Which fills his soul with saintly grace ; 
His labors fill his heart and mind. 
His soul grows god-like, pure, refined. 
He weeps that workers toil in vain, 
Whose wages buy the drunkard's bane ; 
He begs the toilers think and read. 
Since knowledge helps tlie poor succeed. 

While rum and all its blighting breed. 

Keep down the poor as schemers need. 

But banish rum's enslaving host. 

The poor cast off what burdens most ; 

The tyrant's occupation gone. 

And man in truth sees freedom's dawn; 

The laboring man needs clear, cool brain, 
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Exhausting toil to bear, sustain ; 

To drink a bane, to steal his sense, • 

Is folly, madness, sin, intense ; 

Nor buy abasement by the glass, 

A tribute paid the idle class ; 

Let workers toil and save their pay. 

For comforts, or a rainy day ; 

But not for rum — the poor man's curse. 

Which robs his brains and drains his purse 

If men are lonesome, let them read. 

More reading rooms the workers need; 

A work is here for woman's hand, 

A work good women understand. 

If drinkers feel a gnawing thirst 
For stimulus, or rum, accurst, — 
An orange then, or lemon juice. 
Allays the thirst such drinks produce, 
Peruvian barks, — chinchona, pure, 
The rage for rum insatiate, cure. 
Such things as these he taught and told 
Nor took reward in goods, or gold. 

His face grew sunken, pale and thin, 
His heart is flaming fierce, within. 
From morn till noon, from noon till night. 
He worked and pled with saintly might. 
His soul, ablaze, this others feel; 
Contagious grows his melting zeal; 
Brickbats and stone no longer thrown. 
Unheard the hiss and hoodlum groan : 
Men listen, think, compare, believe ; 
The fallen, rise, return, retrieve. 

One thousand names are on his list ; 

Enough, yet still he must persist 

To help the poor and fallen rise. 

To guide the weak where wisdom lies, — 

To teach, instruct, enlighten, win 

All erring men from blighting sin. 



Seven years complete, save two short days, 
To-night, a-way 1 No more delays, 
Justina waits the bridegroom's train ; 
He did not wish her waiting vain. 
He sent a telegram that night, — 
He had small time to fully write, 
For he had lectured thrice that day. 
At eve, he made the wires say: 
"This night I start to claim my bride." 
Nor did he wait for cab, or guide — 
When lecture closed at half -past ten. 
He jostled through the crowds of men. 
On, out through darkness, driving rain. 
His one mad thought, to reach that train. 
To be on time to meet his bride ; 
He heeded little else beside. 

The street lamps dimly light his way. 
While slippery walks and mud delay ; 
Still on he sped with lover's haste, 
The rain and darkness dauntless faced. 
Intent on love's fond mission, fleet; 
He did not shun, as was discreet, 
Those evil blocks where drunkards meet. 
Carouse and gamble, drink and treat; 
But fearless, hastened on his way 
Nor dreamed assassins wait their prey. 

The brewer saw him passing by. 
Aroused the rum-thug; gave this cry: 
"A thousand dollars, shoot that spy! 
A thousand dollars ! Let him die !" 

A sharp report, — a pistol ball 

Crashed through his brain, — a heavy fall. 

The rum-thugs kick his face to learn 

If life or consciousness return. 

To gutter, then, they hurl his form ; 

All night it lay in mud and storm, 
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Submerged in fllth, with face down pressed 
Like infant on kind nature's breast. 

At early dawn, policemen came : 
Soon search revealed his potent name ; 
The coroDsr; but why proceed? 
Why linger o'er this sequent deed? 
Saloono Black was surely dead 
With one deft bullet' through his head. 
The jury each and all decide, 
It was a crank's mad suicide ! 

The rum-thugs jeer and spend their gold. 
One drunken boaster, vaunting told 
The brewer's offer, shot and crime, 
And darker deed of gutter slime. 

A trial then, of shrewd pretence, 
Which gave the public much expense. 
Though cleared the assassins all from blame 
Yet blackened deep, Saloono's name. 

The rum- power deemed the victory won 
And gloat and hint how it was done. — 
With judge and jury made serene. 
The usual farce might intervene. 

Saloono, champion speaker dead. 
The lesser lights cause little dread. 
•The rum-power tips the ruling class, 
With plutocratic, tax-dodge brass. 
This revenue, our rulers claim 
This tainted gold, this badge of shame. 
This price of brothers' blood, indeed, — 
This pagan lust, — this mammon greed. 
This national scheme of "half and half," 
For fiendish fraud — makes demons laugh. 

Saloono slain ; Justina Snow 

Her grief, resentment, few can know. 

Enough, she did not weep, nor show 
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One outward sign of human woe, 
Some said she did not care, nor heed, 
So wrong the social judges read. 

Justina Snow had written long 
Sweet nothings for the love of song. 
But now her pen was dipped in flame ; 
The scourge of rum-rule she became. 
She wrote, as woman never had, — 
So truthful, graphic, reckless, mad. 
She smote the nation, first and last, 
Till prudent poets gaped aghast. 

The treacherous government arraigns, 
Though retail dealers she disdains ; 
The public's greed, the nation's share. 
Perfidious frauds ! She laid them bare. 
Proclaimed in flaying words of zeal 
The people's sia, which lies conceal. — 
The greed, the shame, the sin, the crime, 
She paints them ghastly, true, sublime. 
Like bombs of deadly dynamite 
The words her weak hands ever write. 

Fire, vitriol, aquafortis, gall. 

She dipped her pen in each and, all, 

Assailed the nation for its greed. 

Its vicious laws which sow the seed 

Of want and woe, of crime and shame. 

Infernal codes, in finance' name. 

She spit upon such statute vice, 

Which licensed evil for a — price I 

She mocked such statutes, mocked such laws 

Unheeding warnings, or applause. 

She wrote such poems, wild and true. 
The venal wondered what to do. 
Injunctions from some judges came 
Made out in "Law and Order " name. 
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An anarchist, they called her then, 
The foe of "order" and of men. 
Arrest! In jail her doom is sure, 
In asylum dungeons, they immure. 
She died : And stiU the nation thrives 
On its old feast,— of drunkards' lives. 
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SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT'S STORY. 



(Song of the Mother.) 

Tommy Black had ceased. The camp was strangely still, 
J The men seemed thinking,— or tobacco smoke 
Had lulled their thoughts, enslaving sense and will. 

Whatever the cause, no one sarcastic spoke, 
Though it was plain the story did not fill 

Their fancy for a cheerful tale or joke. 
It was too true, too drear, too sad to laugh away. 

Though serious thoughts might come some far-off future 
day. 

Another tale they all demand, implore. 

They turn to me, Special of the Daily Lyre. 

They urge, it is my turn to add one more. 
Some tale to thrill, arouse, if not inspire ; 

I thought and thought of all my life-long lore. 
Yes, mother's song; I gave it them entire, 

Just as she sung, nor added I one word ; 

No loving son a sadder song has ever heard. 
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MOTHER. 

*"I, proud, congratulate you, — darling son. 
For great the trust,— promotion you have won ; 
Distinctions such, bring duties to the wise. 
Which good men heed and venal knaves despise. 

A journalist, my son, a grave, important post. 
You might flU it -well, no mother's partial boast. 
So far as genius, wit and learning go. 
But there are other things the wise must know. 
The claims of justice and of mercy more. 
Make the brotherhood of love's sublimest lore; 
A fearful trust this good man's grand career, 
To truthful speak, while weary millions hear; 
Instruct the people, guide their steps aright, 
A mission pure, — a moral, modern knight. 
Be not like those who sell themselves for gold. 
Base, venal slaves, whose souls are wanton sold; 
Who write for hire, not truths which they believe, 
But artful lies, to cheat, mislead, deceive. 

Be not like these, — like Mammon's fettered slaves 

Whose masters are the most insidious knaves ; 

But be a man, defend the fallen, — weak, 

The voiceless masses, be their tongue to speak; 

A leading journal, your place commanding, high. 

The poor and weak protect with Argus' eye ; 

The lowly, fallen, plead for them alone, 

The wise and strong can always claim their own 1 

Your leaders, I read them through to-day, 
'Gainst style and diction, I have naught to say; 
Indeed, I think for wrongs, you write too well, 
This is your fault, I beg you change, expel; 
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The rich, the strong, the shrewd, seem all your care. 
The poor, the low, — distrust, contempt, their share; 
It breaks my heart, to hear you taunt the low. 
When love should bid you lift their load of woe ; 
Uplift, defend God's iowly children, all. 
These least ones guard them lest they fall; 
Wise and tender as any mother might. 
Your moral duty; it is Christ-like, — right. 

"How oft you laugh at me in idle mirth, 
Because I seek the lowly ones of earth ; 
Acknowledge kinship — give them love and gold. 
My son, the reason you shall now be told. 
Our present splendor does not blind my eye, 
I see the cold and hungry passing by ; 
My heart goes out to them, I work and plan. 
That peace, good will, become the lot of man. 

My son, to you the world is generous, good. 
Its adulations sweet, less wise, withstood. 
Not so, the world to me In other days, 
I know its fangs, its biting, wounding ways. 
I have seen such days, so sad, so ho]ieless, dark. 
That shipwreck seems to threaten every bark. 
I have smiled and hid my woeful heart from you. 
To-night I open all its bleeding wounds anew. 
I hesitate, — I shrink from such a task. 
But duty bids me lift the long-worn mask. 
Your uncle Swing, for years, has thought it best, 
But I refrained, you seemed so blithe and blest. 
Nor would I now, unless I thought it wise. 
Lest pride, position, blind your happy eyes ; 
Till you gTow hard and cold, despising all. 
Who sin, transgress, or slipping lowly fall. 

The world has smiled on you and you are glad, 
The past is yours, henceforth your heart is sad. 
My son, you do not bear your father's name, 
You need not start,— "unwed" was not my shame;: 
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Married in satin gown and lace of thread,— 
In after days I sold them all for bread ; 
Aye, more, my very wedding ring was sold, 
Because the mocking band was made of gold ; 
Your father, — this much only have I said, 
That he was handsome, generous, young and dead 
I tell you now, a rich man's pampered son 
Improvident, social, idle and undone ; 
A rich man's son — a mother weak and vain. 
Sent from her side the hirelings nurse and train; 
His habits, morals, from the vicious came, 
The cultured, but his outer polish claim. 
He looked a god, with manners of a prince. 
His life and brand, the grovelling slave evince. 
Yet, still I loved him , even to the last. 
And glad I am my love was firm and fast. 
That I, the daughter of McGregor,— True, 
Cast him not off as many others do; 
McGregor True, you bear my parents' name, 
Your uncle Swing advised to hide our shame : 
Mary McGregor— the maiden name I bore, 
And Mary True, my mother's name before; 
My parents' names, we gave them both to you, 
Henceforth you must remain, McGregor True. 

I was an orphan, — heiress,— fair, beside. 
Not strange that I became Apollo's bride. 
Apollo Bacchus was your father's name. 
That you were never told, I take the blame ; 
By winsome smiles he won my willing heart. 
His sweet blond beauty had no need of art ; 
So weak of will, — to social sins inclined, 
{For wedded love refuses to stay blind) 
I saw his faults, as loving mothers do. 
Saw them, yet loved him just as fondly, true ; 
I was a child when father, mother died. 
Alone, I had no kin, to wise decide ; 
An orphan, long, my guardian seemed unjust, 
Apollo's airs aroused his hate, disgust, 
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And he refused consent, yet still we wed ; 
He paid me all and wished me well, he said ; 
He soon went west, but where, I never knew. 
He left New York ; he vanished from my view. 
Ah, when too late, I learned that he was just. 
And faithful, too, unto my parents' trust. 

Apollo drank; my guardian told me this, 
Apollo smoothed it o'er as naught amiss; 
I loved ; we wed ; for one short year were blest,' 
Too soon the flood broke forth, so long repressed; 
The more he drank, the more he seemed to crave ^ 
I tried to turn, dissuade, prevent and save; 
He sullen grew, and answered with a curse, 
I wept and pled — he grew from bad to worse. 

His father failed, and manlike drank and died. 
To Chicago, then, his kin retire in pride ; 
Enough of wreck, and spoil, and loot they take, 
To build a boodler's palace by the lake ; 
But we were left behind, a social scar. 
My fortune spent, we now might blight or mar; 
Yes, we were poor, and soon, too soon the day. 
Our rent was due ; our goods were held as pay. 

Evicted, turned out upon the wintry street. 
No friends to aid, to cheer, or kindly greet. 
A garret; people strange, the rookery, old. 
With broken floors and frescoed walls, of mould. 
Utter destitution, — all goods are pawned, or sold. 
Thoughts of that garret, make me shivering cold. 

Apollo went to work, he helped that day, 
To place our worthless, meager, truck away; 
Such trash as none would buy, or brokers take. 
Boxes, old fruit cans which tramps forsake. • 

Fool that I was, I dared to hope e'en then. 
He might reform, become like honest men. 
And go to work and earn our daily bread ; 
This cheering thought, my hopeful fancy fed ; 
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More thoughtful, too, and kind, he had been of late. 
He tried, he really tried, to vanquish fate ; 
O, how I hoped and prayed to God and pled 
That He would guide and save my love, misled. 
I hoped, he had for days been sober, quite; 
But when near eve, that long remembered night, 
For he had worked that day, was tired so he said, 
Asked for the purse, to buy our morning's bread. 
Promised in half an hour, he would return, 
He kissed me fondly, smiled at my concern. 
And so he meant, but met a luring friend ; 
They talk, they treat, a long debauch, the end. 

I scarce was twenty then, your natal night— 
(Frown not so dark, nor clinch your hands so tight!) 
Yes, that night my twins were born and I — alone. 
All this may mean to mothers only known. 

That night, next day and night, another day. 
Alone, we three, untended, strangely stay ; 
We lived, of course we did, such always do; 
My sons, the irony of fate had given two. 
Two sons, a drunken, gambling sire ; 
My heart seemed bursting and my soul on Are. 
I blamed myself, my selfish passion, more. 
But errors past, no tears can blot, restore ; 
That I was warned, but added to my woe. 
Forewarned by friend, my folly called a foe; 

At length your father came, so meek and sad 
But he had squandered every cent we had ; 
No bread, no food, the lights and fuel spent. 
In vain are tears, caress, remorse, lament; 
I turn my head, take off my wedding ring, — 
Bid him go pawn and food and fuel bring. ' 

Two years went by; my children throve and grew, 
We lived, but how, I really never knew. 
At times we ate, at others fasted long, 
I learned to beg. maternal instinct strong; 
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My sons, my babes, I could not, would not, leave, 
Food we must have, I would not sin nor thieve. 
That I was strong to suffer, starve, or die ; 
Strong, to hear my children's hungry famished cry, 
Does not close my heart, nor sear my brain. 
That one more gentle, bear the outcast's stain; 
I weep that some are weak and faint and fall. 
Like will and force not given each and all, 
And he who vantage takes, of want, or need. 
Of Satanic sins, his vileness takes the lead, 
To drag, to lure a famished sister low ; 
May sins like this, forgiveness never know ! 

With baskets, babes, I begged from door to door 
And thus I gathered in our larder's store ; 
Some gave me bread, or beans, or cheese, or cake, 
Others gave scraps, or tea, or coffee, steak, 
Mayhap some servants gave me more than just. 
My needs were such, the fine points undiscussed. 

One day I begged where I had often begged before. 

When Norah, our own Norah oped the door. 

My guardian's cook, in sweeter, brighter days, 

I always liked her sad and kindly ways. 

In generous love, to her, I had been kind; 

She kissed ray babes, and meekly brought to mind 

The gold I gave to her in thoughtless days, 

She says she cannot rest unless she pays. 

She begs me take it back, it is my own. 

Such tender kindness I had never known; 

I took the long forgotten, welcome gold. 

It paid our rent and kept away the cold ; 

She filled my basket, took it home for me, — 

(Throiigh blacker days, she brought me bread and tea) 

Even then I learned the human heart can feel, 

It melted mine, nor shall it more congeal. 

Still begging, begging, days from door to door 
Obtaining food and clothing, sometimes, more; 
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Few gave me coin ; it went for fuel, rent, 
Though, oft your poor deluded father spent 
On rum, or cards, or dice, or evil ways,— 
Which law protects,— for license-selling pays; 

You and your brother were alike, as one. 
Difference, in form or features, there was none ; 
No eye save mine could tell my sons apart ; 
Your beauty passed the portrait painter's art; 
You had your father's blond and curling hair, , 
My large brown eyes, — a combination rare ; 
A fertile spot in all that desert waste. 
To feel myself, by four fond arms embraced; 

Darker grew the days, your father, sober, less. 
For weeks he stayed away in wild excess. 
• Eum now became his master, tyrant, dread, 
A slave, debased, despised, disdained, misled; 
To insatiate thirst, he grew a grovelling slave. 
He would sell the very food rny begging gave ; 
At length he gi'ew more reckless, wanted all. 
He hinted oft — I was too slow to fall ! 
Then he would sneer: "You are too virtuous, good; 
A prudish Puritan;" he would say, 
"To hoard your priceless beauty, day by day." 
His heinous hints, I did not comprehend, 
1,'thought them mutterings of the foul drink-flend. 
One day, when rum had made him over bold. 
The sinful scheme he urged and fully told. 
Enraged, I vowed a solemn, awful oath. 
If such a guest should come I would kill them both. 
Eum turned his brain ; its thirst had made him mad 
His heart was kind, rum-drinking made him bad. 
He caught an iron, hurled it at my head ; 
I dodged;— it struck your brother, struck him dead; 
I had him in my lap, it struck his breast. 
He breathed no more ; nor came the cannibal-guest. 
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I crossed my darling's hands, recurled his hair, 
Arranged his dress with all a mother's care ; 
No hands should touch him save my loving own. 
The truth, the facts, I did not want them known ;^ 
We had no friends, even Norah must not hear, 
The facts revolting, such, must disappear; 
Your father, sobered by the dreadful deed. 
His grief , unbounded, made my sad heart bleed. 

My child was dead, his father now my care, 
I loved him then, such love as mothers bear 
To erring sons, who rend their hearts in twain, 
Who mock their teachings, and their fears disdain. 

I did not weep, my soul burnt up my tears, 
My spotless son had died in sinless years ; 
I now can weep, though then my eyes were dry. 
Such maddening horrors sear the tearless eye ; 
Well may they weep, who rear a son unwise, 
liCt such ones weep,for tears befit their eyes; 
Since folly, weakness, blindness, selflsh ease. 
Shape manhood, just as bending twigs shape trees; 
It is well, some mothers never know their blame, 
Else falling mountains could not hide their' shame. 

Your father spoke, his cutting words were chill, 
"They judge it murder, when the drunken kill!" 
I knelt beside him, took his offending hand, 
Pressed to my cheek, that he might understand; 
I did not judge, condemn, or harsh, arraign, 
Such complex sins, licensed for legal gain : 
"Rum killed our babe, your wife is still your friend 
I will call it croup, the truth must stoop and bend; 
It is night, we are poor, such die without the aid 
Of doctors, or inquiries being made ; 
It will sound like truth, his face and form invite 
The croup, that fatal messenger of night." 

My babe, they buried in a pauper's grave. 
That he was dead, the only heed they gave; 
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You oft have laughed, and called it vulgar taste, 
Because I purchased flowers and had thera placed 
On the potter's fleld, where nameless paupers lie, 
And now, my son, you learn the reason why. 

For two blest months your father drank no more. 

He went to work, he never had before ; 

His shapely hands grew hard and brown. 

He earned our bread and even me a gown; 

The first he ever bought; it was a print, 

The figures small and such a lovely tint. 

I have had fine clothes, before and since that day, 

Yet that print dress, alone, is laid away. 

And when I die, remember this, my son. 

To robe me in that gown,' that treasured one ; 

Above it, wrap whatever you wish for show, . 

Yet let that gown be near my heart, below. 

One night he came not home the usual hour, 
I trembled then, I knew temptation's power; 
He did so strive and wish to conquer thirst, 
But treaters smiling, force the glass, accurst; 
To drink one glass, resistance lost her sway. 
All struggle ceased, rum held its passive prey. 

That tragic night, and yet he stays, delays. 
Too well I knew the foe which blinds, betrays ; 
Nor would he come while sense or reason stays, 
Lest those he love, his madness maims or slays. 

Suspense, wild fears, I could no longer bear. 
To the licensed lures, I go and seek him there; 
I took you in my arms, for they were strong, 
Nor had you shoes to toddle through th« throng; 
Your feet were tender, you would travel slow. 
My haste was great, and I had far to go. 

I placed some food and wrote a wifely note. 
That he might know my route, redundant wrote; 
I traveled far to station, courts and jail, 
To licensed lures, yet all was no avail. 
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Along the wharf I -wend my weary way, 
Search on and on through all that dreary day ; 
The setting sun proclaims the coming night, 
Long miles from home my frantic soul affright. 
I half forgot my blistered feet were sore, 
He is home, I thought, and waiting long before. 
Inspiring thought, my steps were lengthened out, 
I haste, yet hear the newsboys' doleful shout, 
Some pass me calling, ^'■Herald! Tribune! Times!'''' 
And one more pushing, calls the list of crimes. 
I hear one name ; it took my breath away, 
I stop, appalled, for this I heard him say: 
* 'Malicious Murder! Monster now in jail! 
Apollo Bacchus, murderer, full detail ; 
Kills a bartender, kills two police ; 
Here's your Evening Herald, five cents apiece !" 

I clutch the newsboy's arm, for I would see, 
I read till darkness swept the world from me. 
When next I sense, I rest against a wall, — 
You, shrinking, bleeding, for I had let you fall. 
The newsboy fans me with that woeful sheet. 
While heedless hundreds pass us on the street. 
I waved the journal back and tried to rise. 
But I grew faint and blackness blinds my eyes. , 
To faint or fear McGregors always scorn ; 
Yet food untasted, since the earliest morn, 
Combined with sleepless night and great fatigue ,- 
For I had traveled many a blistering league, 
Conspired to make my nerves respondless fail, 
A new sensation, when they yield, or quail. 

How long I crouching moan, I never knew; 

In my great woe, I had forgotten you ; 

The newsboy held you by some peanut stands 

And you were feeding fast, with both your hands, 

Cramming, clutching, clawing in your greed, 

A famished babe ! They laughed, to see you feed. 
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Kind hands assist me to a welcome car ; 
Dazed and stunned, I must liave ridden far 
Ere I was led along our dingy street. 
The newsboy carries you and guides my feet. 
We reach our door, he knows the number, — place 
The journals tell, the brand is crime, disgrace! 

The newsboy opes our garret's creaking door, 
Then lights a match, to investigate, explore ; 
No chair, no table, bed, or stove is there, 
Soine boxes, boards, old quilts and broken ware; 
A look of scorn o'er-spread his youthful face. 
With voice astonished, said: "Is this the place? 
I would be hanged, I do not blame him now, 
I would do the same, I honest would, I vow;" 
He lit another match and soothing said, 
"Eetire and rest, if you can find the bed. 
Good night; to-morrow early, without fall, 
I will call, conduct, escort you to the jail. — 
Misfortune, meet her with a fearless face,— 
Besides, the jail is luxury to this place!" 

With flnely chosen words and lofty air. 

He clothed himself, where rags had left him bare; 

Such wit, such tact, such knowledge of mankind. 

Is born of misery, vanquished and reflned. 

His humor was to ape the great in style, 

In manners, words and social beaming smile. 

An Arab, gamin, mannered like a prince, — 

In training for his own, he told me since. 

He seemed to lift me from the mire of woe. 

Prove kindness had not left the earth, below. 

That night I The frantic horror of that night ! 

At dawn the newsboy came, like hope and light. 

He had scrubbed his hands and bravely combed his hair 

And new the clothes he swelling deigns to wear. 

An actor born, he played patrician well; 

The part he chose,— an airy, Broadway swell. 
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"Our dress is much;" he grandly, kindly said. 
"Your shoes are rent, your shawl, a ragge"d red. 
They ■will hurt his case, prove him a ■worthless man. 
I ■will get you ne-w, if you approve my plan ; 
Lend me your babe one hour ; then you may -wear 
Such clothes as make a good impression, there." 

He took you in his arms ; he seemed so small. 
But ■when he spoke, he loomed up grand and tall; 
His -words -were -wisdom, -with metalic ring; 
Confiding strength and faith, spontaneous spring; 
Eeliance, trust, — instinct, must taught me right. 

I did not reason, nor hope for modern knight. 
Still from the fifth to fifteenth century, quite. 
No Templar rode caparisoned steed of ■white. 
With soul more generous, chivalric, kind and true. 
Than knight Gamin -who begged saloons ■with you. 

Pride must sleep, -where -want and misery d-well; 

He -went; fulfilled his mission, prompt and -well; 

Eeturned, a comrade bore the shoes and sha-wl, 

A somber hat -with veil o'erspreading all. 

The things -were black, as though I mourned the dead 

Prophetic black, have -worn it thirty years, 

But not in lieu of -wido-w's unshed tears. 

We reach the jail; the ne-wsboy seems to kno-w. 
Just -who to ask and -where to turn and go. ' 

Through broad and fro-wning halls of chilling stone. 
We reach his cell, they leave us then alone. 
He rose and kissed us both, then turned a-way, 
Dropped by his couch, like one bo-wed down to pray. 
That couch my seat, I held his drooping head ! 
Caressing, loving, soothing -words, I said ; 
I loved him, kneeling, crouching, fallen there. 
Beyond all thoughts that -words can feebly bear. 
I breathed no hint of blame, yet sought to cheer 
And spoke of hope, -while all my soul was fear. 
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He shook his head, desponding, from the first: 

Said he was gallows-doomed, adjudged, accurst. 

Devoid of funds, betrayed by blighting friends. 

Indigence, distinguished counsel who defends? 

For gold, for hire, the legal magnates plead ; 

We had no gold to tempt their godless greed. 

No mental mercenary — forencic bawd. 

Labors, unpaid, the gallows to defraud; 

Yet tipped, bribed, the professionals call it "fee," 

They will plead for crime' and turn transgressors free 

Insulting justice, betraying law and sense. 

Expounding law, they yield to recompense. 

Through all those days of blackness, want and woe. 

Of hate, one germ, alone, was left to grow, 

The hate for lawyers; the very name offends. 

My culminating hate so far transcends, 

A mild dislike, — their presence taints the street! 

A robber, red-handed, I. would rather meet. 

Like Hamlet's father, I could "a tale unfold," 

To shame your cheeks and make your blood run cold. 

But I refrain, — the insults offered me, — 

To blight my soul, to make your father free ! 

The trial came ; the killing, proven plain ; 
I sat beside him, through those hours of pain. 
And wifely, held his chilling hand in mine. 
Of hope, or fear , he showed no outward sign; 
The trial brief, the poor have naught to pay ; 
No gold to block, or bar the legal way ; 
No coin to bribe the gallows of its prey ; 
No tips for Justice, that her scales may sway. 
The twelve retire. By glance from the court 
I knew the verdict, ere they come, — report . 
"Found guilty." "Murder in the first degree l" 
Your father does not seem to hear, or see. 
He was so thin and white, his blue eyes fixed. 
His waving hair was whitely mingled, mixed. 
He looked some saint, who sees the stake afar. 
Calm and resigned to fate, as martyrs are. 
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The savage, direful hour of sentence came, 
When blood-avengenient brands its brutal name'; 
They bade him speak, if he had aught to say. 
Against sentence, fell, of those who jointly slay. 

He spoke ; his voice was sweet and clear and low, 
Mellifluous tones, as cold as glaciers flow. 
Since then, to silvery speech, I have listened oft; 
But his was like an echo from aloft ; 
Strange, thrilling tones, half human, half divine. 
Of bitterness, he gave no outward sign. 
, Although his words made sure his mind was clear. 
Of shameful death, he showed no dread, or fear. 
Slowly he rose to his full, manly height 
And said, as one who reads by inner light : 
"Your sentence, just, that I should die, is meet; 
My sin is not that conflict on the street ; 
I sinned, against my manhood, wife and child, 
I tasted madness, my brain aflame and wild. 
My memory shows no print of death, or fray; 
Remembers naught, of those I strike, or slay; 
Like one who sleeps, whose dreams are judged as crimes 
So I awoke, appalled, condemned, betimes, 
I swallowed madness, licensed by the glass. 
And I was mad, — but now I let that pass. 
My siu against my manhood and mankind. 
Is fostered, cherished ; licensed and designed. 
Statute law accessory to the deed ; 
Since statute venders sell the damning seed 
Whose fruits are madness, crime and want and woe. 
The public paid, the demon's field may grow, 
I am that harvest! Behold the reaper's hope I 
Your ripe sheaf waits the hangman's binding rope?" 

Enough ! he was sentenced and he was hung ! 
You never knew, because you were too young. 
Well may you groan, tremble andigrowpale ; 
He suffered all,— the gallows and the jail. 
But you must hear me, even to the end ; 
That others, you may better judge, defend. 
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Your father begged me bide at home the hanging day, 

Nor see his corpse, nor claun the pauper clay; 

He seemed so earnest, pled so deep and long, 

I promised, though my heart foreboded wrong. 

He grew content; some coins placed in njy hand. 

I little dream the price for which they stand. 

Even then, I thought it strange, that he had gold. 

I asked him how he earned or what he sold ; 

He turned away asserting it was mine. 

His last small gift, I must not scorn, decline ; 

It would buy us food and pay my o'erdue rent. 

And niore might come, before the last was spent. . 

I took the gold and used as he desired ; 

Unselfish, kind, his last days seemed inspired. 

Through those dread hours, my newsboy with him there 

Then brought a lock of damp, white, waving hair. 

O, the maddening horror of that legal day. 

Its brutal shadows have not passed away. 

Dry-eyed in darkness, fasting and alone, 

But why rebel? Vengeance had claimed her own ! 

Time after time I wrote his friends in grief. 

One answer came, and it was cold and brief ; 

It censured me, — as causing their disgrace. 

But nothing more, henceforth, I lost all trace. 

The poor have few of kin, none came to me. 

Success has cousins, third and fourth degree ; 

Disgrace is orphaned, lineage it has none. 

And brave the friend who does not shrink or shun. 

I found one friend who sought me through disgrace. 

Who saved my faith in man, — the human race. 

My newsboy friend showed all a brother's care. 

He, too, had learned what the outcast poor must bear; 

Even to this day, he seems a brother, kind and true, 

As much a kin and second but to you. 

His father, mother, buried both at sea, 

He thought of them and closer clung to me. 
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Listless, hopeless, dark the days drift by, 
O'erwhelmed, I dread and shun the human eye; 
We might have starved in misery and alone, 
If he and Norah, like wealthy friends had flown 
They came to us but not with empty hands, 
Such kindness feels,, and aids, and understands. 
You often say, our servants fare as friends. 
And now you know wherefore I make amends. 

The newsboy invites us to Central Park, 
He will spend the day, return with us at dark : 
He said I needed recreation, rest, 
We were to walk, I made this my request, 
Tqo much I would not tax the generous child ; 
He understood, and beaming, bowed and smiled 
Then told he had been at work and made a cart. 
Not all, indeed, but here and there a part. 
And so he had, with wondrous art and skill. 
Repaired a wreck, restored to use tlie ill; 
The cart was large, had room for you and more, 
You seemed so pleased ; you never rode before ; 
He drew the cart with bland and lofty grace. 
Not you alone, for thoughtful he had space 
For ample lunch, and journals damp and new, 
A chance for trade,— he ever kept in view. 

When time for lunch, the newsboy found a seat, 
Retired and shady, calm and cool retreat; 
Prom out the cart he lifts the generous rolls, 
Of crackers, herrings, cheese, which he unfolds. 
We eat, for I was always hungry then. 
Hungry as tramps or famished working men. 
The remnants of our feast he wraps with care, 
Calls it our evening meal with catering air. 

He lifts you up and takes his papers out. 
That he should sell them soon, he had no doubt ; 
While we remain and rest, — the cart your bed. 
The contents rolled a pillow for your head ; 
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The cart upholstered with rags and papers, old, 
In place of cushions, these were spread or rolled. 

My newsboy went ; you sleep ; I read awhile ; 
I saw some pictures, when he moved the pile ; 
I slip my hand beneath your sleeping head. 
Draw out the journals from, your papery bed; 
Without one thought, eager, glancing read, 
"O, my God !" I cry, — I panting look, proceed ; 
The whole in print, the hanging pictured out ! 
The rope has broke, — the hangman stands in doubt I 
Another picture, your father hung once more, 
The next avengement in its thirst for gore 
Satiate desists, since death can die no more. * 
To surgeons then the lifeless form gave o'er ; 
But blackest picture on that pagan page. 
Was demon doctors in experimenting rage ; 
With battery, knife, — controlled electric wires, 
They strip and slash, and guide their mystic fires; 
His nerves contract; he moves his head and eye. 
Encouraged thus, severer tests they try. 
His neck unbroken, so the journal said: 
Electric science, yet may raise the dead; 
Though life, — a flame so easy quenched, put out, 
To light again, some power there is no doubt. 
Some force etheric, strange, unknown, unseen. 
We call it soul, when life is what we mean. 

The doctors now a healthy subject test. 

Without disease or gaping wounded breast; 

The key of life unknown. They strike in vain. 

Discord and death the harsh responding strain ; 

Eesiiscitation foiled, yet still they carve, 

Why not? He sold, lest grieving wife might starve ; 

I learned it then, his cprse to pay my rent, 

It was well the o'erdue claims took every cent. 

Else Judas like, I would hurl it at their feet. 

Though starving, I had perished on the street. 
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Fascinated, still I read and search and look, 
And find enough to fill an average book ; 
Column and page, a page and column more, 
I scan the barbarous words and pictures o'er ; 
Then find a frontispiece, illumed and rare, 
The murderer's face— his wife and. child are there. 

Then the earth grew black, the flowers no more were fair 

The singing birds seemed mockery in the air ; 

You ope your eyes, you looked another child, 

The vista changed, the landscape strange and wild; 

1 snatched you from the cart and fled the spot. 

But where I went or why, I heeded not; 

I might went mad, as many others do. 

Rescued therefrom, — maternal love for you. 

Forsook the newsboy — ^food and precious cart. 
The journals too, and all their pagan art; 
The park I left behind, yet still I flee, 
As if to escape from fiends persuing me. 
Even to this day, I cannot make it clear. 
Why I should flee or what I had to fear. 
Mayhaps it was madness, in some milder mood. 
But shock impending took away its food. 

On, on, as if to leave my life behind. 

Or find some spot where all are good and kind. 

The dark night came, the street lamps feebly flame ^ 

I hasten on, devoid of purpose, aim; 

I see the hurrying crowds, yet heed them not. 

Prudence and fear alike asleep, forgot. 

Urged on by force, I cannot name or place, 

Unless it was hatred for the human race. 

I reach a street, unknown — unseen before, 

I still press on and hasten all the more ; 

A well-dressed man kept listless near my side. 

He walked with such bewildered, doubting stride , 

1 did not deem it strange, he seemed astray, 

Intent to find or keep some undecided way. 
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He took no note of me or of my course, 

Save crowded crossings where he would bland enforce. 

The safer streets a lady lone should take, 

Avoiding throngs which such confusion make. 

Indifferent still, unconscious you might say, 

I hasten on, my guide's dark, chosen way. 

We reach a street, the vacant buildings dark. 

Of this, the stranger made some quaint remark ; 

Then spoke my newsboy's name, asked had I heard. 

About the accident which late occurred; 

The newsboy dying, crushed down by frantic team. 

He knew the boy, held him in high esteem; 

He said the boy was near, he would show me where, 

Then oped a door and said my friend was there. 

His tones were smooth, his manners mildly meek, 

He did not urge nor seem to care or seek ; 

He only told as man to man might speak. 

Through darksome halls, down stairs that bend and 

creak, 
I foolish follow a man I did not know, 
My brain half crazed, or else I would not go ; 
He lit the gas, I eager glance around, 
Unfurnished room, sub-cellar under ground ; 
No newsboy there; no mangled form I see. 
This sudden shock, instinctive warning me, 
A trap, a snare, break through, escape and flee. 
He walked the room and slyly turned the key. 
Slipped it from out the lock in his gloved hand ; 
I was alert, nor seemed to understand. 
The danger made me calm; it cooled my brain, 
McGregor blood flowed boldly through each vein ; 
Escape or death, no other purpose mine. 
Escape or death, for me no middle line. 

I measured him with woman's desperate eye, 
A soulless knave, slim, and lithe, and sly. 
I, too had strength, by carrying twins increased, 
No wasp-waisted weakling, function ceased ; 
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But woman strong as nature first designed , 
Ere fashion changed her form and strength declined ; 
That I was strong, with full developed waist, 
Most fortunate, it saved from life debased. 

Escape my purpose, prompt and quick, my plan, 

Lest others come, — confederates of this man: 

Assuming calmness and a careless air, 

Eemark: "Strange place without a single chair." 

He brought some boxes to be used for seats ; 

High up I hear the rumblings on the streets ; 

My heart sank low, but courage upward rose, 

I trembled, too, as one by horror froze : 

Still wit and will, kept voice sweetly smooth. 

Against my face I held you up to soothe. 

I pinch and talk to you in mother's cooing tone, 

To hide my paleness, lest my thoughts be known. 

I did not wish him yet to think or guess. 

My desperate depths of fury and distress ; 

I simpering said: "The newsboy did not stay. 

So I must go, be on my homeward way." 

He did not stir ; I rise and try the door, 

It was locked, — the key was gone, — I knew before. 

Yet chose to act the unsuspecting part, 

For instinct taught the actor's sembling art. 

I must have done it well; he seemed confused, 

His tactics worthless, which so oft he had used. 

"The door is fast;" I turning, sweetly said: 

"Please ope the door, poor baby wants his bed. 

My haste is great, I cannot wait, delay. 

My friend has left, I have no cause to stay." 

You were in my arms, and had been from the first. 

The crucial test his actions tell the worst. 

"Open the door," impatient I demand, 

"Open the door, fool, can't you understand?" 

I meant to goad him to some overt act. 

Bring on the crisis, ere he sense the fact. 

My face insulting, with a vulgar sneer, 

Without one look of modest woman's fear. 
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*'Yes, I understand, and you will before you go, 

Madam you stay, this much I let you know ; 

Shriek, cry, curse, rave, it will the same to me. 

Since none will hear, or come to let you free. 

Your husband's cell adjacent mine in jail, 

I saw you oft, but did not deem you frail ; 

Your peerless face, it pleased my well-trained eyes, 

I thought to make you mine, a princely prize; 

I love you, worship, idolize, adore. 

Be satisfied, no man can love you more." 

Compliant, calm, I silly simper, smile. 

Yet planned his death, as deeply all the while. 

"If I must stay," I said, "then fix a bed, 

For baby sleeps, and I am tired— dead." 

He brings a cot, I spread my shawl with care. 

Place you thereon, arrange your curling hair. 

Talk they of grizzlies, wounded and at bay. 

Of jaguars fierce, whose whelps are torn away; 

A part, as deadly desperate for me lay, 

Its memory, monstrous, haunts me to this day, — 

A gurgling, choking sound, distended eyes 

Protruding tongue, forever, mocking, rise ! 

My captor idly toyed his gaudy chain. 
Meanwhile he sits, one gloved hand held a cane. 
I smooth your dress and kiss you twice, or thrice ; 
He was off his guard, — a spring and in a trice 
He is down, a death-clutch holds his dainty throat, 
In vain he struggled, — vain his gloved hands smote! 

It was death, or death — to slay, or to be slain ; 
There is death that lives, rots, breathes and senses pain 
There is death that is not dying, nor the grave ; 
Such death, he meant forme, — not such, I gave. 
I reach the street, through darkness, horror, pain; 
Your weight, like air, which frenzy could sustain. 
My object, then, to reach the sheltering jail. 
Be first, ere others tell a darker tale. 
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I knew the sheriff well, he had been kind, 

He heard my words, his answer, undivined; 

"Poor woman, want and woe becloud your mind. 

Forget it all, cheer up and be resigned. 

Arouse and drive the phantom shades away ; 

A mouse, your hands would shrink to choke, or slay. 

You have done no crime, your high-bred hands are clean, 

Your words, a fevered, frenzied brain beseem. 

Be calm and reason, you will find it best 

To seek some change, some rural haven's rest. 

I can give yon food, or lodging for the night. 

But not a cell, indeed I have no right." 

A death-deserving cannibal was slain, 

I told the truth, they thought me mad, insane, 

This greater dread, they think me raving, wild, 

I caught these whispered words : "Asylum ;" "Child !" 

Again I flee, by greater terror pressed, 

My gloomy garret, vainly offered rest. 

His form had paid the rent, — the place accurst. 

Not there, though fate might do her last and worst! 

Porsakp the city, — this my plan, design, 

To walk and walk, as long as strength was mine. 

Tramp on and on, as poor, despairing may, 

A begging tramp, I saw no other way. 

The newsboy and Norah had supported long. 

To burden, further, were a wanton wrong. 

I would escape from fate, from friend, from foe, 
And to escape, I must unfaltering go. 
My blistered feet rebelled against my will. 
Sore and swollen, they add another ill; 
Still firm of purpose, I would not weakly wait, 
And one more victim yield to famished fate. 

I seek my garret ; for I must enter there, 

©et my print gown, — your father's lock of hair 

A toy your angel brother loved to hold, 

These were my treasures, all my wealth, untold. 
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The stairway dark and weak, yet known the way, 

Likewise, the place without the light of day. 

I ope the door, confronted by a light 

From hanging lantern, burning high and bright, 

With terror, undefined, I turn and flee, 

Too late, my neTreboy, wakened, follows me, 

Begs my return and see how cozy, fine. 

He had spread the board and waited long to dine. 

He made some tea and pressed me to a seat, 

Nor questioned me, but talked of bread and meat. 

He seemed to guess, or know — he is so wise. 

He looked at me with strangely pitying eyes, 

The light, his presence, all combining tell, 

His fears were roused, although he hid them well. 

I told him all, and ask him what was best, 

His answer, prompt: "Pack up, and all go West! 

You need a change," he said: "a thorough change. 

This I can give, can promise and arrange. 

Long, long, I have worked and scrimped and planned 

and saved 
To reach the Golden Gate, insatiate, craved. 

I have saved enough to pay my outward fare, 
Now, overland, it will take us part way there. 
To-night, we start, without one hour's delay, 
The earliest train will westward bear, away, 
The cart is here; I will pack your box with care, 
And cart it on, my own is around the Square. 
We will reach the station ere the dawn of day. 
Before it is light be on our westward way. 
You are my sister, widowed and my care, 
Remember this, it will make your future fair. 
McGregor is my nephew from this night; 
To care, provide, an uncle has the right. 
Besides this plan will give respect and peace. 
All are God's children, kinship does not cease. ' 
To call you sister is no lie, I hold. 
Mankind are brothers, Christ Himself has told. 
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I shall call you sister, do a brother's part, 

Come, your box is packed, we are ready now to start." 

We went from shame and blackness, want and woe. 

On into light and fortune's dazzling glow. 

Long years have passed, no cloud has dimmed my sky. 

Yet those cyclonic days still haunt, defy. 

Whose life has known a tragic, all-destroying storm. 

Henceforth distrusts in calm or sunshine warm ; 

The forces out beyond ourselves, so cruel, great. 

The high may fall , the good go down in hate. 

The smiles of fortune are a treacherous snare. 

The wise give heed, — the hour to halt, — beware I 

For as we deal and measure out, bestow, 

God will return the same to us, — you know; 

My son, to God's weak children, as a whole, 

Grant mercy, love in over-generous dole. 

The newsboy ! What of him? Your Uncle Swing, 
Least so you call the great bonanza king. « 
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THE TRAMP. 

Our campflres glow, — the venison on to boil, 

I see ah object, dim, — a form outlined. 
The Professor sorts his fossils, desert spoil. 

To listen when I speak is not inclined, 
He works beyond the common sons of toil. 

Nor heeds the form that haunts my musing mind, 
That form rises, sinks down and feebly crawls, 
It comes our way, again it rises and again it falls. 

I call to Will and beg him go and see, 

"What living thing it is that crawls our way ; 

Will gave one glance, excited, turns to me : 
"A man, I swear, as sure as light of day, 

A man, and creeping on a prostrate knee ; 
It is not good form, as social critics say. 

I will go and see, there is something wrong, I know. 

Mankind may fall, but not so creeping, cringing low." 

Wild Will went forth; his steps were fleet, indeed. 
Approached the form, bends low, as if to learn 

What ails the man, or what may be his need. 

I anxious watch them both with much concern, 

I see Will lift him and attempt to lead. 

Endeavor, vain, the man sinks down in turn. 

Will took him then in arms, as though a child, 

And brought him in and laid him at my feet and smiled 

A man so thin, so wasted, faint and pale. 
So ragged, grim, unshaven and unclean. 

Such matted hair, would make a barber quail. 
He closed his eyes, at least they were unseen, 



"We spoke to him but all our efforts fail ; 

Unconscious, quite, what can such faintness mean? 
"Will knew ; he shouts : "Bring soup, bring some hot drink. 
He is starved and totters on death's ever-yawning bripik." 

The camp is all astir, great interest shown, 

"Will pours some brandy, makes a warming sling, 

He drinks, revives with start and gasp and moan ; 
He greedy drinks the soup, or broth, they bring. 

Then sinking backward weary, limp and prone. 

He seemed to faint, for consciousness took wing. 

And there he lay in misery, rags and sand. 

The saddest specimen that ever came to hand. 

"Wild "Will showed more excitement than I thought 
That he could feel or show. He claimed the case. 

He made the tramp his care, and quickly brought 
Blankets — took off his rags and bathed his face. 

And all resuscitating methods sought; 

Cut off the matted hair and combed in place, 

He tried to bring the man to sense and speech. 

The cause of his condition he would probe and reach. 

Still rubbing, bathing, feeding we persist. 

The trembling tramp revives enough to speak ; 

"Will is exultant and he feels his wrist, 

"The tramp all right, exhaustion makes him weak. 

By nine o'clock we will add him to our list. 
Perhaps the rarest and the most unique 

Of human histories, black with blight and woe. 

At least, we soon shall hear, judge for ourselves and know." 

More soup, more sling, the tramp refreshed, indeed, 
He hears our just demand to learn the cause 

Of his condition,— life and present need. 

He bows assent, without reserving clause, 

But cast a longing eye, or glance of greed 

On the cup of soup, and works his hungry jaws. 

"Will understood, and gave him spoon and dish 

To eat it all, if such his famished hungry wish. 
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THE TRAMP'S STOBY. 

"Lament my lamentations, this you ask, 
From off my soul lift up the social mask ; 
Expose my inner self, my life, my soul; 
Exhibit part if not the reeking whole. 
If I should tell you all, in English stout and plain. 
You might think my motives vicious, vain. 
I am a social rebel, a roaring protest, loud, 
Against great riches and possessions, proud. 

"Give me one more cup of soup, or coffee, then 

I will drink the health of honest, generous men ; 

Of good Samaritans, 'who kindly save 

From death, a tramp who is no wealthy knave, 

A vagabond, — so say the venal throng, 

Nor have I will or wish to prove them wrong. 

"Learning and leisure, these are well and good, 
If ignorant labor were better understood. 
Learning? Ah, yes, and that is ignorance too, 
Unknown to such what half the world may do ; 
Unknown the suffering, thirst, temptation, fall 
Of weak ones, driven to the social wall; 
Learning and books and selfish idle days. 
Are gifts some men are wont to boast or praise. 
I have had these all, in many different ways; 
You wish to see, to probe, exploit and gaze. 

"My father preached the gospel of the great. 
The wealthy few in all their proud estate. 
He preached for hire, and took his ample pay. 
He earned his living on the Sabbath day. 

100 • 



A good man so his church was wont to tell, 

Because he preached so loud of vengeance, hell. 

I am a preacher's son, a harvest ripe, 

And there are many of the self-same stripe. 

A vain man living for a future life, 

Consults himself and not his worthy wife. 

His thoughts on Heaven, his feet on slippery earth. 

Yes, I was a rebel from my hour of birth. 

My mother seemed to know and understand, 

She led me wisely with a tender hand. 

She said she knew herself, the reason, cause, 

Why I was born to question human laws. 

"My elder brother was my father's pride. 

In worldly wisdom, had no need of guide ; 

He was serpent- wise in Mammon's crafty lore, 

A selfish schemer, — rotten to the core. 

He can sweetly lie, deceive, defraud and smile. 

And rob the workers to increase his pile. 

His selfish greed o'erreaching friend or foe. 

Unheeding how his victims sink in woe. 

He is my brother in a legal sense. 

Still, for his sins I make no mock defense ; 

Unless he was my father's soul-born son. 

Other solution, I have discovered none. 

My brother dupes the public, church and state, 

"He stands to-day a prince of finance, great. 

Of Trusts and Combines, the soul and guiding head, 

He flaunts "his millions from his victims bled. 

So rich, he craves a title to adorn his name ! 

He lives in Europe to secure the same. 

My wealthy brother, — the world applauds his greed, 

'Self and for self,' — they understand this creed. 

His usurious, callous greed, I loved it not. 

Nor loved his four-in-hand nor pleasure yacht. 

His splurging style, — his private car or coach, 

To the suffering poor, an insult and reproach. 
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My brother never worked for honest bread, 

Still he is honored, courted, overfed; 

No tramp, no vagrant, half so great a shirk, 

So prone to live off other people's work. 

Behold him clothed in honor and renown. 

The press and public grovel and bow down. 

They term him prince, or king, and bend the knee. 

In social homage, while they mock at me ! 

"I have a'sister, younger, ten full years. 

Her name, e'en now, can fill my eyes with tears. 

Strange how I loved that babe, — when mother died. 

She made a sign that I must care and guide ; 

She took my hand and softly, silent laid 

It on the dainty, new-born, sleeping maid. 

I understood, and weeping, kissed the child ; 

Mother seemed content and closed her eyes and smiled 

My dying mother trusted me that day, 

To guard her babe, I did it in my way. 

I rocked her cradle, taught her feet to walk, 

I slept near her ; I learned her baby talk. 

I came in time to be her special nurse. 

To leave her side I daily grew averse. 

"Father was handsome, stately, august, grand, 
Eloquent, polished and in manners bland. 
The widows, alas, so thoughtful, kind. 
So powdered, pious, pushing and refined ; 
And there was one so rich beyond the rest, 
My worthy father chose to love her best ! 
Her millions seemed to add a mighty charm, 
All doubts dispel and adverse claims disarm. 
A second time my father wed; indeed, 
My rage was great, although he gave no heed. 
Stepmother liked my elder brother's ways. 
For him she always had some word of praise ; 
But sister Jane and me she seemed to hate, 
Our faults were many and our sins as great. 
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"My baby sister was all the world to me, 

So sweet, so loving and so fair and free ; 

We played in yard, in garden or the street. 

Nor did we care to keep too fine and neat. 

All this now changed ; stepmother thought it right 

To dress my sister Jane in ruffled white, 

Too flue for play, too nice to roll on grass, 

Her aim to keep me from my darling lass. 

She failed in this, I stayed with dolls and Jane ; 

Her flrst shrewd effort proved a failure, vain. 

She tried again, the school dodge was her plan, 

To give me learning as became a man. 

They took me off to school, I did not stay. 

Walked back the fifty miles that very day. 

Stepmother, she was more than match for me, 

She took my Jane with her across the sea. 

"I went to school, was even counted bright. 
Some things I learned and some rejected, quite. 
A thinker! Woe is me, — a rebel, born. 
I mind me now, my elder brother's scorn 
When I took up the weaker's flght with zeal, 
And stamped some bully with my frantic heel ; 
The poor boys' wrongs I ever strove to right. 
My dog, the under dog in any flght. 
And I had fights enough, of this you may be sure, 
My passions strong, my motives just and pure. 
Some called me vicious, over prone to rage. 
This stood against me on the social page. 

"A rebel, rank, a preacher's wayward son. 
You hear of such, you hear of many a one ; 
Because the child hates shams and canting fraud. 
He seeks for truth and justice — though outlawed. 
Such was my case and ten-fold more my zeal. 
To shield the weak, give them a fair, square deal. 

"Home grew distasteful in a hundred ways. 
Carping and cant, made heavy all my days. 
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Vacations 1 dreaded more than words can tell, 
Home was weariness, which I avoided well. 

"Father was kind, at least he tried to be. 
He sought to make a social star of me ; 
I was a trial to his worn-out creed, 
A galling burden to his pompous speed. 

"A burden grievous for that preciou-s pair, 
For stepmother did not shun her share. 
They made my life a battle, — tooth and nail, 
Experience taught me to defend, assail; 
I was a darling in those school-boy days. 
Well taught in evil, sullen, sinful ways. 

"I went to college, studied some, loafed more. 

Boxing filled me with love for ancieht lore ; 

The gladiator's skill, Spartacus' revolt. 

In Spartacus, — a hero without fault. 

He was my idol, he brought respect for man, 

Redeemed the cringing crowd since time began ; 

And I shed tears, that Rome in strength and pride. 

Slew my hero and his allies crucified. 

That Rome went down, was joy supreme to me. 

And more her servile sons — no more are free. 

Yes, history I could read with some content. 

The doom of nations which their sins invent. 

A pleasant pastime to my rebel soul. 

Which I enjoyed as much as football's roll. 

Mathematics too, and logic I could stand, 

I had no use for frauds at second-hand. 

Theoretic science and its gravitation cheat, 

To me seemed folly, myth or self-conceit. 

I renounced them all and gave my time to sports. 

My name stood high in games and race reports. 

In boxing, I grew a champion, fierce and bold. 

High in athletics was my. name enrolled. 

A student I never cared or hoped to be, 

Naught save championof the weak and free. 
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"Yes, I forgot to mention one more thing, 

They' crowned me elocution's chosen king; 

And I could speak with rage and holy ire, 

And scorch, consume a canting purse-proud liar. 

In fancy, Jane was somehow wronged, oppressed. 

Her fancied wrongs my white-heat words redressed. 

Was it fancy or foreknowledge dire? 

It matters not, nor need we now inquire ; 

Jane and stepmother coming from abroad, 

My Jane was changed, to me seemed overawed. 

"Five years roll by, meanwhile my father died. 
My elder brother controlled a business wide ; 
Stepmother found in him a financier, 
A usurer, soulless, a Shylock without peer. 
A pagan, selfish pair, with hoards of gold. 
In greed, they doubled quite an hundred fold. 
This precious pair hatched schemes for gain. 
To rob the laboring poor whom they disdain. 
Boodle and bribes for courts — lawmakers, vile, 
All done in patriotic polished style. 
Made tariff high to make their products dear. 
Impoverished workers, poorer, yfear by year. 
Syndicates and trusts they organize, control, 
Enemies of mankind without fraternal soul. 

"The world, the servile, thoughtless world applauds, 
And shrewdness calls their endless public frauds. 

"I graduate, at least, so they called the farce. 

From knowledge's tree nay fruits were small and sparce 

Why should I learn what I could not half believe? 

I had no wish to cram or self -deceive ; 

Most that I learned, I since have quite unlearned. 

But with these things you little are concerned. 

Few men in all my readings would I care 

To pattern from, or their foul glories share. 

"Jesus, the Nazarene, the homeless one, 

A tramp like me whom proud and prosperous shun. 
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A satire, joke upon the usurious Jews, 
"Who gathered from their prophets glorious views 
Of grandeur, power, worldly pride and gain, 
But barefoot riding on an ass— disdain. 
Reject — his teachings too of love and peace. 
They crave the money-changers' large increase ; 
And not a simple life and sinless creed. 
Renouncing, pious, over-reaching greed. 

"I went from college a rebel more confirmed, 
An idle sport, by vulgar schemers, termed. 
Yet I might change my lowly lot and fate. 
And haughty prance among the rich and gxeat. 
I chose my part with open eye and ear. 
Nor heed the sons of Mammon mock and jeer. 
I might have been a social robber, great, 
Honored alike by church and corrupt state ; 
I had no heart to join the wealthy throng. 
Who thrive on spoil, injustice — statute wrong. 

"From college, they sent me out to study law, 

A filthy, venal mess as sinners ever saw. 

I hated law and all its ignorant lore. 

And vengeance's cruel courts I hated more. 

A rebel still, I flung the whole away. 

And took to dreaming as genteel loafers may ; 

I traveled some, it seemed a harmless task, 

To loll and dream, and in the sunshine bask. 

"I never work unless I am inclined, 

To simple fare I am inured, resigned. 

I never labor to gain a sinful hoard. 

A decent garb and ample, healthful board, 

I ask no more, nor covet selfish gain. 

To cheat a worker, most of all disdain. 

An honest man, I sometimes think I am, 

At least I am no avaricious sham. 

My father left me lots and bonds for gold, 

My yearly share I never yet could hold. 
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I see the poor — see little girls like Jane , 
Bagged, hungry,— I am no sophist,— Cain. 
'My brother's keeper' — give, and give, and give, 
Till I have little left on which to live. 
I may be hungry, ragged, unwashed, cold. 
Still I have peace, unbought by pagan gold. 

"I 'simplified,' as Eussian nihilists say, 

I 'simplified,' it came about this way : 

A shame, a sorrow, and a rank disgrace. 

Was thrust upon me, — met me face to face; 

I scarce can tell it, — black beyond belief. 

My sister Jane ! That she should bring such grief t 

She grew a beauty, most divinely fair. 

Of stepmother's millions, announced the heir; 

She was a darling, without this bait of gold, 

These tainted millions gave her charms untold. 

I loved Jane so, I could not deem her base. 

Nor did she coldly plan such shame, disgrace ; 

Stepmother rich, with millions filched from toil. 

She led Jane on, a bait for further spoil. 

A wealthy mother, a pagan, proud and vain, 

A sweet young girl, a victim in her train. 

I might have known, I blame myself the more. 

False to a trust, regret cannot restore. 

"Again, stepmother took my Jane abroad. 

And hawked her round the markets for some lord; 

She trucked v/ith earls, and dukes, and princes, vile 

She bargained Jane in real market style. 

They wed my Jane unto a bankrupt prince, 

And he has spent some millions for them since. 

I saw him once, — dissipated, bloated, bald, 

A gambling tough, by all the knowing called. 

A tramp, a prince, in truth an equal pair, 

Linked to a brother, a multi-millionaire. 

"How came I starving on the desert waste? 
That too is simple when the cause is traced. 
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I took a tour as impoverished tourists may ; 

I had no money, tried to beat my way. 

I left San Gabriel in the genial spring, 

Left when the nesting song birds blithely sing. 

I took a box car, bumper, any way to ride, 

But short my trips, the brakemen many eyed ; 

They seem a hardened class, at least to me. 

Not that they care for rich men riding free. 

But traHips ! They draw a line ; we are their bane. 

They rather haul an empty lonesome train. 

To giving foot-sore tramps a friendly ride. 

Least so I found it, for I vainly tried 

To pass myself across the desert wide. 

Over the Rockies' broad and grand divide. 

My last sad ride, — an insult to my class, 

Though beats may ride who hold an annual pass I 

Yet tramps who fail in this are stranded,— lost, 

A mournful truth I learned at fearful cost. 

The brakeman saw me crouched in empty car, 

In malice, let me ride out hopeful, far, 

Then with malevolence, aforethought, base. 

When in the desert wide,— a fearful place. 

The train was stopped, men came and kicked me out 

They left me there, nor heeded prayer nor shout. 

Alone I tramped along the railway track. 

But servile section men would drive me back. 

Forbade me trespass on either track or tie. 

They had their orders: "Let no tramp walk byl" 

I asked for drink, my thirst was raging then. 

But they refused ; yet had the form of men. 

Dying of hunger, thirst, they drove me off. 

Entreaties only made them mock and scoff. 

They said they meant to hold their meager job. 

Turn back as ordered, all the starving mob. 

I wandered off, the desert was as kind 

As the groveling slaves, which I had left behind r 

Days and days, I traveled on in haste. 

My route unknown; it never can be traced. 
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"On, on I wander without drink or food, 
Save insects or the cacti's juicy wood. 
And I had died, had not fate sent you here. 
Why I should live the future may make, clear. 
In all the earth there is no place for me, 
This came about by daring to be free." 
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THE MILLIONAIRE. 

"Wake up, arouse," Wild Will with passion cried, 
"Go ofE to Kansas, speak, proclaim the right; 

If you can speak with Are and pathos wide, 

Go there, the people crave and call for light; 

Go there, one state where Mammon is denied, 

Where the defrauded poor dare question might, 

And call a halt to chartered thieves who hold 

The workers vassals to their pagan standard gold. 

"Arouse, mankind need help, need men like you, 

Forgetting self and paltry selfish gain, 
With rebel hearts aiad souls, undaunted true. 

Who do not shrink from loss, reproach or pain. 
Whose motto is to ever do and dare ; 

Heroes of right, who shall proud might enchain, 
And work, and live that men in truth may be 
As brothers equals, and as brothers truly free. 

"Kansas, go there, the last great state to stand 

For pristine freedom and the rights of man. 
Some breath of freedom, unpolluted, grand. 

Still there remains without the social ban. 
Kansas, go there, upraise protesting hand. 

Go there and plead while yet you may and can ; 
Save one great state from Mammon's soulless sway. 

From bonds and bondage as Europe crushes men to-day. 

Will ceased to speak, the tramp asleep, they learn, 
The evening twilight darkening fast, indeed, 

Away the fossil hunters now discern 

A horseman neafing at a reckless speed ; 
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Around our camp he made a daring turn, 

Then halts in style, his foam-flecked champing steed 
"Buffalo Bill!" Wild Will excited said. 
The famous scout bowed low his now uncovered head. 

He led some hunters and Chicago swells. 

With Russian Prince to savor up the crowd. 

Prince Pork,— Chicago's heir, and he who dwells 
At Pigtown Park, in palace, princely proud, 

/The duke of Pulls, — his chum, who sometimes sells 

On Board of Trade, mid shrieks and howlings loud; 

These rulers rode with hunters gay galore, 

In search of camp, of fuel, grass and water, more. 

The millionaires rode up; they like the place, 
The camp convenient, they decide to stay. 

Wild Will helped pitch their tents with stay and brace, 
He showed them fuel, stream and sun-dried hay. 

While Buffalo Bill, with smiles upon his face, 
Arranged the camp as practiced hunters may ; 

From the wagon stores with gi-ouse and venison steak, 

A feast is spread, the hungry millionaires partake. 

Wild Will matured a plan, to urge, invite, ' 
Prince Pork to call at fossil hunters' tent, 

To add his story to our list that night. 

The pompous millionaire gave glad assent, 

Was more than willing to relate, recite 

The record, romance of his life, illspent; 

He seemed quite vain, that he had riches, vast, 

Nor showed the shame, repentance, even to the last. 
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THE MILLIONAIRE'S STORY. 

"Gentlemen, indeed, I am some loth to start. 
Reveal the secret workings of my heart ; 
This land so stubborn and so wildly free. 
It half deserves the truth, from even me. 

My birthplace, New England,— daughter of the Old, 
In lust for usury, j)rofit and barbaric gold. 
Ten children graced my father's stony farm. 
Hard work and school kept us from mischief, harm. 

From childhood, I was counted over-shrewd. 
Chastisements I could artfully elude. 
Smart as the smartest lad in all the land, 
In every good thing had my greedy hand. 
Later I loved a fair-faced darling Miss, 
And she was something worthy of a kiss 1 
Fool that I was, I loved her deep and true, 
I loved as fools forever will and do. 

You think I wed that willing, dainty maid ; 
Better than that,— I shrewdly duped, betrayed. 
In after years she wandered on the street. 
An outcast, lost, as man may ever meet. 
I threw to her my well-flUed golden purse. 
She hurled it back with most unholy curse. 
To gain a wealthy wife, I set my heart, 
To furnish funds for my financial start. 
I found a spinster, ugly, vain and rich. 
Because I had the godless, golden itch 
I married her, which opened my career 
As millionaire and banking financier. ■ 
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My father died, he left a fair estate, 

I managed this, nor made the shares too great. 

In fact, I took it all,— my service paid, 

No friendship, kin, — in business or in trade. 

My brothers kicked, my sisters shed some tears, 

I hushed them up, -with bill of large arrears. 

I threatened law and urged my claim, 

Their eyes bulged out, they begged me hold for shame ; 

At length I yield, throw off this added pay. 

Belatives are thankless, well the world may say. 

They even now are sullen, — stand aloof. 

Ingratitude of kindred, one more proof. > 

Yes, I am a multi-millionaire, indeed. 
The world of finance gives to me the lead. 
Increase my holdings is my worthy aim. 
In the business world I play the patriot's game. 
The law, — within the law, or make the law. 
This line of action I forever draw. 
To buy a Senate is the safest way. 
And they are men who work and earn their pay ! 
The House is hard to buy and worse to hold. 
The naoneyed Senate is the best controlled. 
We learn the weak points in the walls of state. 
Then sap and mine, yes — undetmine and wait. 
In public we are patriots, bearing flags. 
At work we use the same for tamping rags ! 
We have two sides, one for the public gaze, 
Another for our sapping mining maze. 

I worship gain, my one ambition, gold. 

By usurers the people's purse controlled. 

We money changers hold a winning hand. 

This fact the fool people fail to understand. 

Now, since the war, we hatched the shrewdest scheme 

Conspired, as honest people little dream. 

My millions I took from out the hands of toil. 

You think I earned, I know it legal spoil. 
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We rich men, each and all combine, conspire, 
To keep the workers poor, — the men we hive. 
Licensed rumshops, we advocate, secure. 
Saloons not all in interest of the brewer. 
But more in interest of the men who hire. 
Rum keeps the workers poor, as we desire. 

The poor we want, the poor we wish to hold. 
Lest they revolt from servitude to gold. 
Let poor men work, — all labor their affair, 
The profits come to us — our business share. 
Debauch, besot, impoverish, our desire. 
Such victims, helpless, work for any hire. 
Such fools should work to keep the shrewd in style, 
Let labor sweat, perspire, it makes us smile. 
Their treadmill task we generous take the grist. 
Grant them the toll, yet still the fools persist, 
Work on and sweat, and wonder why they stand. 
Forever poor, in nature's bounteous land. 
Enraged, some question, doubt, distrust, inquire. 
Why toil like slaves for rich men's meager hire? 

How is it done, I will tell you plain to-night, 

I make no plea that it is just and right; 

No plea that it is patriotic, fair, 

We rich are shrewd, — the rulers get their share. 

Now since the war, we hold the public ear, 
The people trust, they reverence and revere. 
We own the Press, we dictate all they read. 
Established journals, trusted long to lead. 
We buy them all ! We dictate, engineer, 
The donkey public lends, its big-fool ear. 
We understand the wires, we work them well, 
We praise the people, flatter, fawn and sell. 
We work the pious game — are liberal, free. 
We give our bounties that the world may see. 
Build churches, missions, in a business way. 
Investments, too, which bring us golden pay. 
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Control the finance, hold it in our grasp, 
The markets great and transportations clasp. 
The Board of Trade — a soulless, gambling den, 
Stock Yards, warehouses and all the banking men, 
We -work as one, with trusts, syndicates and guile. 
And we succeed in raking in the pile. 
We boom the markets, shrewdly let them fall. 
The suckers bite the bait, — we scoop them all. 

We rob by statutes, by enactments, bought. 

By legal robbery are our fortunes sought. 

We rob, meanwhile the State looks smiling on, 

Lends us assistance, if we ask — anon! 

No farmer sells a hog, a steer, or sack of grain. 

But we are there to pocket all the gain. 

The markets great, we clutch them in our grip. 

Extort from farmers and the men who ship. 

We have a glorious time, things roll our way 

Propitious, prosperous, more so, day by day. 

Let workers live in servitude and toil. 

But soon we mean to own the land, the soil. 

Possess the earth, the land, and grind them down, 

Like dear old Briton, of Irish rule, renown. 

Out serfs, our tenants, peasants or wage slaves, 

Will profit us beyond lost colored knaves. 

The slavery of the South was weak and tame , 

Beside our banking, financiering game. 

Bonds, and more bonds, our cry shall always be. 

Till honest labor, in name, alone, is free. 

To usury, slaves, — augmenting year by year, 

Gold bonds, untaxed, a statute we revere. 

We hold our millions, beyond all tax or toll, 

Quite fine for us, — let labor pay the whole. 

We hold such bonds, such interest-bearing bonds. 

To pay us interest— labor groans, desponds. 

Perpetual debt, perpetual interest, — more. 

Will keep us rich and lesson labor's store. 

Usury, our grip, the statutes cinch our hold; 

Each ten years usury doubles all our gold. 
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One century more,— the republic overthrown 
By usurious hands, the fatal seeds are sown. 
The rich more rich, the poor more poor, our plan,. 
Enslave all labor, this we will and can. 
Europe is left,— Old England far behind. 
In squeezing labor, — our process more refined. 

We have the law, — the state and statute ours, 
And we will hold by all the legal powers. 
The perspiring poor may sweat and plead for rights 
We have them down, we hold by statute might. 
To see the hayseeds work, and scrimp, and save. 
Gives me respect for any colored slave. 
The servile fools, so blind, devoid of sense, 
So thick of skull, so stupid, dull and dense. 
The colored slave, he never forged his chain. 
With free-will choice, nor praised the gaUing pain. 
We stole his freedom — basely, meanly stole. 
For he was peaceful, black, a patient soul. 
Robbed him by statute, — stole with canting zest. 
As though we robbed by God's command, behest! 
The negro did not vote himself a slave. 
He did not sing: ' We are the free and brave 1' 
Then, stupid, make the shackles, yoke and chain. 
And wear them, singing still that old refrain, 
'We are the free and brave, the brave and free^' 
Ye gods! The song for millionaires like me! 
Such irony, such mockery, rank and bold, 
Makes satire weep and scorching words seem cold. 

We are the state, the power behind the throne, 
We draft measures, we make our wishes known. 
The army, navy, await our faintest call, 
Courts, Legislatures, we own and run them all. 
Money, supreme, boodle, protects our throne, 
Corruption reigns, with Mammon, god of loan! 
'Calamity howlers' rage and foam in vain. 
The State, — our statutes, rivet yoke and chain. 
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A fall, a mighty fall, could voters see, 

The doom we plan for men who once were free ! 

For colored slaves, some slight respect remains, 

But none for freemen who bind themselves with chains. 

To millionaires, the future opens grand. 
Beyond all Europe we hold our poor in hand. 
Our harvest ripe, we garner in the grain. 
The 'grand old party' will lengthen out our reign. 
Make sure our sway, make it perpetual, last. 
One more amendment and the die is cast. 
Disfranchise the poor, — the ever dangerous class. 
By hook or crook, this thing must come to pass. 
The poor, deprive them of their franchise, — vote, 
Then we hold labor helpless, by the throat." 
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FRANK JAMES. 

The millionaire had ceased, the speechless crowd 
Aghast, benumbed, appalled were silent still. 

As though mankind were under som.e black cloud. 
Which stifled, crushed, all power of action, will, 

While somber threatening woes and doom enshroud, 
Engulfing earth and man in universal ill. 

When from out the darkness, stepped a stranger, bold^ 

Listener, unseen, to what the millionaire had told. 
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PRANK JAMES. 

"I am Frank James, — you need not shrink nor start, 
'Nor wave me off, nor bid me haste, depart. 
I am Prank James, — no wholesale, chartered thief, 
I never sought to be base Mammon's chief. 
Despoil the workers, wreck the hope of man, 
Make white men slaves as only usurers can. 
Compared to you, Benedict Arnold stands 
A patriot pure, with clean sweet-scented hands. 
Betray a nation, the hope of freemen blight. 
Destroy, enslave in broad full Christian light. 
Mocker and monster, I spurn you in your might. 
You son of Satan, you serve your master well. 
Around you still, that same old brimstone smiell. 
Go bury yourself, call mountaius down to hide, 
Pumigate, deodorize, or walk from men, aside. 

"Great God, the fiendish schemes this knave unfolds 
Makes honest. men which any prison holds. 
Your sins, your crimes against mankind, at large. 
Makes nursery faults of any criminal charge. 
Arraign me if you dare, this my defense, 
Take greater felons, then on the less commence. 
My petty social slips as trifles seem. 
Compared to this rich rogue's nefarious scheme. 

"Touch not your hip, — you miscreant, human cur. 
You die, are dead, if you so much as stir. , 
Exploiting shark, infernal scourge, designed, 
There was a time, I had it in my mind 
To shoot you dead,— my pistol in my hand. 
Then I bethought, an open reprimand. 
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Show you yourself, the social curse you are, 
Expose your swinish heart, — each hideous scar, 
Till men in pity, mercy, loathing turn, 
And shun corruption which they fear and spurn. 

"You were-wolf , disguised, a bleating lamb, 
You canting fraud, you flag-adoring sham. 

"Starver of babes, betrayer of womankind. 
Robber of the poor, false leader of the blind , 
Snatcher of bread from out the hand of toil. 
You human vulture, looting, filching spoil. 
The people's foe, the republic's curse and blight; 
Your sins shall find you out, your doom incite. 
Your shrewdness it will then forsake and fail, 
When an outraged people take your serpent trail. 
The good of the greater number filched by you, 
"WiU rise, condemn the intriguing, selfish few. 
Millionaires and all your Tory gang, take care 1 
Fair warning heed, look out — Beware! 

"I lost my way, — my hunting party missed, 
I saw your light, nor dreamed such men exist. 
I heard your plots, I fain would doubt, elude, 
I had no thought to listen or intrude. 
Welcome are darkness, hunger, desert waste. 
Back to the wolves and rattlesnakes, make haste. 
Their fangs less fearful than the bane of man. 
Whose cannibal deeds you heard this monster plan. 
As well the panthers or the grizzlies, fierce, offend, 
As victims from the 'money-changers' rend. 
Inhuman vanapires, I retire, — yet say. 
You will meet your match and more, some future day 

"Narrate my life? Belate, recite, rehearse? 
Beg pardon, just now, I heard a tale far worse. 
I fought for what my boyish zeal thought just. 
Overwhelmed our cause and leaders bite the dust. 
The men were conquered, yet we boys swore 
That we would fight, — resist, forever more. 
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Harass, annoy, conflscate, seize and hold 
The northern's god— his ever worshiped gold. 
The poor, the workers, the freedmen, newly made. 
We never rohhed nor purchased chartered aid. 
All we could do was done in open day. 
Outlawed, we carried on the war our way. 
This my excuse, the harm we wrought was small, 
And better now had there been none at all." 

Oflf into the darkness strode the outlaw, then. 
Nor looked to right nor left, his high disdain ; 

He seemed to class us all as Mammon's men. 
In loathing, scorn, abhorrence; he would fain 

Go, lodge by rattlesnakes or wolfen den. 

Nor near such miscreants, a moment more remain. 

To stay, we urge him not, nor chide, refute. 

Even I, special of the Daily Lyre, sat mute. 

Wild Will, the first to rouse, the first to speak; 

He said: "Such tales leave bitterness behind, 
liike wormwood, tansy or wild-turnip's tweak. 

Give something now, to take that taste unkind 
From out my mouth ; even the fragrant leek 

Would sweeten mankind somewhat to my mind." 
He wiped and rubbed his mouth in mock disgust, 
As if to cleanse it from some nauseous dose, unjust. 

"Give me a garlic," Will sarcastic said, 

"Something to deaden, sweeten or conceal; 

Give me Pain Killer or hot chilies, red, 
Limburger, aloes or an orange peel, 

Anything to hide, relieve, cast off or steal 
This social fetor, with its noisome taste, 

This bitter misery, which the normal feel. 

This public vileness, with each sense abased, 

A world-wide potion were a pill well ordered, placed." 

Wild Will tore 'round among and through the tents. 
In search of solace to relieve the strain, 
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Some antidote, which counteracts, prevents, 
Yet all his research seemed a labor, vain, 

When lo, he found a miner in the train 

Whom he awoke from slumber, deep and sweet 

And bade him rise, relate some tale of loss or gain, 
Where men were glorious, — even in defeat. 
Ideal heroes,— rich, or outcasts on the street. 
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THE MINER. 

"I am an expert miner, without a dollar to my name, 

I am^ a 'Forty Niner,'— held. -many a paying claim. 

In youth I had some learning,— a college prize was mine, 

Though rocks and things concerning were studies in my line. 

"As expert I am listed a mining engineer. 
And ably am assisted by swell Professors, here. 
Once in the mountain regions, I found a mother lode. 
My friends flocked in by legions, they seemed to want tlie 
globe. 

"Of course they all were needy, I freely gave a share, 
Though some seemed rather greedy and acted less than fair. 
Indeed they were my brothers, in broadest Christian sense. 
Our different fathers, mothers, — make duty more intense. 

"(Works— fraternal kindness, not creeds nor vain belief, 
Not faith nor bigot's blindness, are rated first and chief. 
Each outcast, tramp, my brother, — God's fatherhood makes 

so, 
This test and not some other,— of righteousness, below). 

"Again, in Arizona, I struck it richer there, 
And many a hairy crony rushed in and took his share. 
My millions I was sharing with brothers everywhere, 
'Peed my lambs,' and not be sparing, means more than 
empty air. 

"I saw the outcasts tramping in rags and soleless shoes. 
I saw the homeless camping far from the cushioned pews. 
I fed the famished many, I clothed the ragged tramp 
Till every copper penny had vanished from my camp. 

"I packed up for the mountains to try my luck once more, 
Traced streamlets to their fountains in quest of paying ore. 
Found pockets, rich,— amazing, found pay dirt everywhere, 
The news seemed almost crazing, — I asked all men to share. 
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"My gold dust grew oppressive, a burro load was packed, 
My fears were not excessive, — unarmed, an open fact. 
I planned to help the needy, I reckless rode alone, 
Some bullets from the greedy hurled me senseless, bleeding, 
prone. 

"They told me some months after that robbers shotme down, 
I answered them with laughter, — I saw the Deacon Brown! 
'I never since accused him,— love did not falter, fail, 
I silent, quite refused him his well-earned home in jail. 

"A millionaire, respected, with livered coachman, swell. 
His bob-tails prance affected, at my burro's nickel bell. 
Those years I was dependent, — a pauper some might say. 
At length the superintendent as tramp sent me away. 

"I hobbled off prospecting, and staked me out a claim, 
I sunk a shaft, selecting the canyon's washed-out frame. 
The earth slid down one morning and helpless held me fast, 
While boulders without warning, wedge like, were 'round 
me cast. 

"Three days and nights I waited, crushed down in pain alone, 
Some tramping miners fated to hear my hopeless moan. 
They gave a cry of hailing and hastened down to see, 
So fast my strength was failing, the world gi'ew blank to me. 

"Those tramps nurse me in kindness, they somehow pulled 

me through, 
(My eyes were dark in blindness, and I was crippled too) . 
Those tramps proved men who knew me, I had helped them 

in their need. 
They swore their aid was due me for that forgotten deed ! 

"They vowed some spirit led them to that canyon, dread 

and drear. 
That forces unseen sped them and urged them ever near. 
A superstitious notion,— I laughing told them, then. 
No angels guide their motion nor interfere with men. 

124 



"In blindness I was groping, still the tramps kept digging 

gold, 
I felt no cause for hoping, — my eyes would more behold. 
One day those tramping miners rushed in and wildly said, 
Word came from the refiners, — our rock, a golden bed. 

"For they had worked so eager, since me they would not 

leave. 
From prospects poor and meager, — a grand success achieve. 
Lo, me, their mascot naming, — in this they all agree. 
Then went about proclaiming that mine belongs to me. 

"My blindness they were curing, they paid a regal price. 
The highest skill alluring — by golden coin entice. 
Such generous treatment pleasing, nor would I burden more, 
A favored moment, seizing — I fled with what I wore. 

"A crippled miner, tramping, this suits me to a dot. 
Prospecting, digging, camping, contented with my lot. 
The bread I eat am earning, the clothes I wear are mine. 
All needless hoards still spurning as follies I decline. 

"Some say I help the needy, and aid the weak to rise. 
At least I am not greedy, nor snatch a brother's prize. 
My mission seems befriending the outcast and thS low. 
Some good seed broadcast sending, till dead hands cease to 
throw." 

The crippled miner ceased his Christ-like tale. 
Then laid himself to rest without one word , 

Some stared in silence, — deemed the story stale, 

Some mused content, as though they had not heard. 

Mayhap they thought his folly too absurd ; 
A crazy tramp, a canting fraud and cheat, 

The cause I may have wrongly guessed, inferred. 
At least they seemed to think the list complete. 
No man, except Wild Will, made comments, indiscreet. 
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"A fool, an ass, I swear the world will say, 

A tramping Jesus without home or bed. 
A sage or saint, the marvel of our day, 

Like Him, who had not where to lay his head. 
Though brothers by his bounteous hands were fed, 

Men all are fools, and all mankind are blind. 
The world is mad or drunk." This Wild Will said 

With saddened satire, not the most unkind. 

Then wrapped himself in blankets and ruefully reclined 



THE END. 
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